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Chapter One

Try Your Luck
With Professor Challenger

How beautiful Gladys was! I loved her but we were only
friends. That day I decided that the time had come'! Would she
say “yes” or “no” to me? When we were in her sitting-room
near the warm fire in her house, she looked at me with her beau-
tiful dark eyes and she said: “I think you are going to ask me to
be your wife, Ned. Don’t do it!”

“But why can’t you love me, Gladys? Is it my face, my
figure, or what?” _ '

“No it isn’t that,” she said at last. “I’m in love with some-
body else. It’s nobody, only an ideal.”

“What is your ideal?”

“Oh, he is much like you. Well, he is a strong man, a man
who can look Death in the face.”

! the time had come — BpeMs IpULUIO
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“We can’t all be great heroes,” said I, “besides, I have
never had the chance. But I'll try to take it.”

“You know, chances are all around you.”

“Give me a chance! I’ll do something in the world! And if
Ido...”

“Not another word, sir! Some day you will win your place
in the world. Then-we shall talk it over again.”

I left her with my heart full of love. I wanted to find some
heroic deed. When I came to my work (I worked at the Daily
Gazette as a reporter), I asked Mr. McArdle, my boss, to send me
to any dangerous place. I wanted it to be the most difficult one.

“Dear Mr. Malone, I’'m afraid the time has gone. There’s
no place for romance anywhere. But wait a little bit!” he said,
with a smile on his face. “What about a modern Munchausen'?
I’m talking about Professor Challenger. Some people say he is
a liar! You can have a chance to find out.”

“Challenger!” I cried. “Professor Challenger, the famous
zoologist! But I don’t understand why I must interview this
gentleman. What has he done?”

“He went to South America on expedition two years ago
and came back last year. Then he began to talk about his ad-
ventures but he didn’t tell everything. He didn’t tell in detail.
Something wonderful happened or the man is a champion liar.
He has only got some bad photos. He gets so aggressive that he
attacks anyone who asks questions. He often sends reporters
down the stairs. That’s your man, Mr. Malone. Now, off you
go! And good luck!”

1 left the office and went to have a drink in the cafe. There
I met my friend Tarp Henry, a microbiologist. He was surprised:

“Challenger? The man who came with some silly stories
from South America? As far as I can remember, he told about

| Munchausen — MIoHxay3eH (aumepamypHbiii NepcoRANC, U36eCMHbII
&pyH u hanmaszep)
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* The Lost World -

some strange animals. He gave an interview, and there was such
a scandal! Now nobody believes him.”
“wlly? »

“Well, it is his impossible character. Well, besides, I have:

heard something of Challenger. They say he is a man nobody
can ignore.”

“What do you mean?”

“Would you like to come to my office? I've got something
interesting to tell you.”

Half an hour later I was in his ofﬁce with a thlck book in
front of me. It was the Professor’s lecture written for a scientific
conference. I couldn’t understand a word but it was clear that
the Professor spoke to the audience in an unfriendly way. Then
I had an idea to write a letter to the Professor and send it with
my friend’s address on it. When the letter was finished, I read it
to Tarp. The letter said that a poor student of Nature (that was
me!) asked for an interview with the Professor. He wanted to
discuss some new scientific problems.

“Well, not bad, really. But what are you going to do then?”
asked Tarp.

“To get there. When I am in his room...”

“When you are in his room, you need a gun or something
like that to save your life. Remember, he isa dangerous charac-
ter, everyone hates him.”

On Wednesday I found a letter waiting for me. I took a taxi
and in twenty minutes I was in front of a nice big house. An old
servant opened the door and I came into the house. In the cor-
ridor I met a small bright woman with dark Italian eyes.

“One moment,” she said. “May 1 ask a question? Have you
met my husband before?”

*No, madam.”

“Then I must tell you that he is an impossible person. Get
quickly out of the room if he gets aggressive. I hope you are not
going to speak about his expedition to South America?”

6
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I could not lie to a lady.

“Oh, dear!' It is very dangerous. You won’t believe a word
he says, I’m sure. But don’t tell him so, because it makes h?m
very angry2. Remember he believes it himself. If you find him
dangerous — really dangerous — ring the bell!”

With these words the lady left me and the servant led me to
Professor’s study.

He was sitting at a large table, covered with books, maps,
and diagrams. His head was very big, he had large black-blue
beard, and his eyes were blue-grey under great black ejfebrows,
very clear and very critical. Besides, I noticed two big hands
covered with long black hair.

“Well?” he said in a roaring voice, “What now?”

“Thank you for the chance to meet you, sir,” I said quietly.

“QOh, you are the young person who agrees with my ideas,
what is more, you’ve got something of great interest to tell'me. -
That is a great help to me, isn’t it? So, what would you like to
tell me?”

“I am a poor student,” 1 said, with a silly smile. “At the
same time, I think that you were a little unfriendly to some other
scientists.”

“Unfriendly? Well, I think you know,” he said, “that the
cranial index is a constant factor?”

“Naturally,” said I.

“And that telegony is still sub judice?”

“Certainly, sir.”

“And that the germ plasma is different from the partheno-
genetic egg?” That the cranial index is a constant factor?”?

“Why, surely!” I cried. :

“But what does that prove?” he asked, in a gentle voice.

' Oh, dear! — boxe mo#!
2 jt makes him very angry — oH HENpeMeHHO CHJILHO paccepaurcs
3 [podeccop YeweHIKep CriEiHATBHO HCNONB3YET GeCCMbIC/IEH-
Hbl€, 3ayMHBIC BbIPaXECHHS.
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“Ah, what indeed?” I murmured. “What does it prove?”

“Shall I tell you?” he said in a low voice.

“If you please, sir.”

“It proves,” he roared with a sudden anger, “that you are
the journalist, who has no more science in his head than he has
truth in his reports!”

He jumped to his feet.

“Nonsense!” he cried. “That’s what I told you, sir. Sci-
entific nonsense! Did you think you could play a trick on me'?
You played a dangerous game, and I think that you have
lost it.”

“Look here, sir,” I said, “you can be as angry as you like.
But you will not attack me.”

“Will I not?”? He was slowly coming to me. “I have thrown
some journalists out of the house. You will be the fourth. Get
out of here!”

“Don’t be such a fool, Professor!” I cried.

That moment he jumped at me. The door was opened and
I was lucky not to go through it. We went to the front steps®.

“Enough?” he asked when we went outside.

We shouted at each other and used the worst words we knew.
Soon a policeman came to us.

“What’s all this?” asked the policeman.

“This man attacked me,” said I.

“Did you attack him?”

The Professor said nothing.

“It’s not the first time,” said the policeman. “You were in
trouble last month for the same thing. Do you give him in
charge, sir?”*

“No,” said I, “I do not because he gave me a warning.”

' you could play a trick on me — Bbl MOITIM IPOBECTH MEHS

* Will I not? — Heyxenu?

* went to the front steps — moKaTH/IMCh BHH3 110 CTYNEHBKAM

¢ Do you give him in charge, sir? — Bbi npenssingere eMy o6BuHeHNe?
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The policeman closed his notebook and with the words of

good-bye left.
The Professor looked at me, and there was something hu-

morous in his eyes. )
“Come in!” said he. “I’ve not done w1th you yet.

®



Chapier Two
It’s Just the Very Biggest
Thing in the World

“Now, Mr. Malone,” he continued, “you are at my house...
Your answer to the policeman was a surprise to me. It was so
unnatural to a person of your profession. I really felt some good
feeling on you. So I decided to continue our talk.”

He turned away and started looking for something among
papers on his desk. Then I saw a very old sketch-book in his
hand.

“Now, I am going to tell you what happened to me in South
America,” said he. “You must stay quiet and listen carefully.
And remember it is our private talk. Is that clear?”

“I can see it' and I have no choice.”

' “Well, you know that two years ago I visited South Amer-
ica. The banks of the Amazon are unknown land, and I had to

———
I can see it — A moHuMaro 310 OYEHD XOpOLIO
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explore them and examine its fauna'. On my way back I spent
a night at a small Indian village. The native people were Cuca-
ma Indians, very friendly indeed. They were really glad to see
me back because I had helped some ill natives successfully.
They explained to me that somebody needed my help. I fol-
lowed the chief to one of his houses. When I came in, 1 found
that the poor man was dead. It surprised me a lot that he was a
white man, not an Indian. Some days ago he came to their
village. He was dying of hunger. The man’s bag was near him,
and I examined it. His name was written on it — Maple White,
Lake Avenue, Detroit. The man was an artist. There were some
pictures, a paint-box, a box of coloured chalks, some brushes,
that big bone, - which you can see on my desk and a gun. Sud-
denly I saw something in his pocket. It was this sketch-book. I
give it to you, and I ask you to examine it carefully.”

I opened the book. On the first page there was a picture of
a very fat man in a green jacket. Then small sketches of Indians
and animals followed. I looked at Professor in surprise.

“Try the next page,” said he.

It was a full-page sketch. I could see high hills covered with
light-green trees. Above the hills there were dark red cliffs. They
looked like an unbroken wall. Near the cliffs there was a
pyramidal® rock. The was a great tree in its top. Above it all —a
blue tropical sky. '

“It looks nice,” I said “but I can’t say it is wonderful.”

“Wonderful!” he cried. “Nobody on the earth has ever seen
such a place. Now the next.”

I turned the page, and gave a cry of surprise. There was a
full-page picture of the most extraordinary’ creature. It was a
wild dream! The head was like that of a bird, the body that of a

' fauna — all the animals that live in the place
? pyramidal — in the form of a pyramid
’ extraordinary — so unusual or surprising that nobody believes it to
be real
il
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large lizard. The tail was covered with sharp spikes. In front of
this creature there was a little man who stood looking at it.

“Well, what do you think of that?” cried the Professor.

“It is monstrous!”

“But why did the artist draw such an animal?”

“Alcohol, I think.”

“Oh, any more ideas?”

“Well, sir, what do you think of it?”

“The creature exists. The artist saw it with his own eyes.”

“Itisso difficult to agree with you but I think you are right.”
[I'said. I remembered our fight quite well. “However, this little
man puzzles me.”

“Look here!” he cried and pointed at the picture with a
great hairy finger. “You see that plant behind the animal? It’s
not a small flower. It is a huge palm-tree. Don’t you see that
the artist sketched the man to give a scale'?”

“Ohdear!” I cried. “Then you think the monster was real...”

I turned over the pages but there was nothing more in the
book. _

“But we have got only one sketch by an American artist.
And he is dead now. It proves nothing, does it?”

For an answer the Professor took a book from a shelf

“There is a picture of great interest in this book. Ah, ves,
here it is! Can you see the words: ‘The Jurassic Dinosaur Ste-
gosaurus. His leg is twice as tall as a man.” Well, what do you
think of that?”

He gave me the book. The animal looked very much aliké
the monster from the sketch-book.

“Maybe, the American saw the same picture and carried it
in his memory. Later, it appeared to him when he was ill.”

“Very good,” said the Professor, “I will now ask you to look
at this bone.”

' to give a scale — yT06bI MOKA3aTh MaciLITA0
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He showed me the bone from the dead man’s bag. It was
about six inches long' and thicker than my finger.

“Whose bone is it?” asked the Professor.

I looked at it carefully.

“You don’t need to be ashamed?, young man. I think there is
no zoologist who could name it,” the Professor showed me a very
little bone. “Look, this human bone looks the same but it is much
smaller. Does it give you any idea of the size of the creature?”

“An elephant...”

“Don’t! Don’t talk of elephants in South America... Be-
lieve me, this is not a bone of a tapir or of any other living crea-
ture. It belongs to a very large, a very strong animal. You don’t
believe it, do you?”

“I am just very interested.”

“Let’s go on with iy story. You see, I couldn’t leave that
land without getting an answer. I knew where the American
came from. In Indian legends I found some stories of a strange
land. You have heard of Curupuri? It is a terrible creature from
the woods. Nobody can describe it, but it means terror along
the Amazon. Now all natives name the same place where Cu-
rupuri lives. It was the same place from which the American
came. I had to find out what it was.”

“What did you do?”

“First, the natives didn’t want to talk to me about that
strange land. But with the help of presents, I got two natives to
help me. After many adventures, we came to an unknown land.
Would you look at this?”

He gave me a photograph.

“It’s not good because on our way back the boat was turned.
This is the only photo I have got now.”

' six inches long — nprMepHO 17 CAaHTUMETPOB (0duH Okoiim pageH
2,5¢m)
? You don’t need to be ashamed — Bam Heuero cTHIIUTHCS

13



» The Lost World « * Chapter Two

The photo was very bad and off-coloured’. I could hardly

S

» T { A RS P & - - see anything in it. It was a dull grey landscape with a long and
T O high wall of cliffs.
o) m\m _ “Ibelieve it is the same place as the picture from the sketch-
= = book,” I said.
'2:/;;' “It is the same place,” the Professor answered. “Now look
here.”

- The next photo was very bad too. I could see a thin tall
/\,\\)&s& \\\\\\\\3 HL ;ngc:fg:) g l::j':lll tree on its top. It was like the .plcturc from the
% N “Now, will you please look at the rock more carefully? Do
you see anything there, on the tree?”

“A large bird with a very big beak. Is it a pelican?”

“It is not a pelican. It’s not a bird. You know, I shot that
creature.”

“You have it, then?”

“I had it. It was lost when our boat turned over. But I have
got the part of its wing. Have a look!” _

It looked like the wing of a large bat with a membrane?.

“A monstrous bat!” I cried. :

“Nothing of the sort,” said the Professor. “The bats have
three very long fingers with membranes between. Now, there is
only one membrane here. So it cannot be a bat. But what is it?”

“I really do not know,” said I.

“Here,” he said and pointed to the picture of a flying
monster, “is a nice picture of the pterodactyl, a flying reptile
of the Jurassic period. Compare it with the picture in your
hand.” _

The sketch, the photographs, the story, and now the
bone.

! off-coloured — TyckJIbiii, GeCLBETHDIN
‘ membrane — a very thin piece of skin that covers or connects parts of
the body
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“It’s just the very biggest thing that I ever heard of!” cried
I. “You are a Columbus of science' who has discovered a lost
world. And then, sir, what did you do next?”

“It was the wet season, Mr. Malone, and I couldn’t stay
there longer. I explored some low parts of this cliff, but I
couldn’t find any way up. But I climbed the pyramidal rock.
From its top I had a better idea of the plateau®. It was very
large; I saw no end of it. Below, it is a jungly region, full of
snakes and insects.”

“Did you see any other living creatures?”

“No sir, I did not; but at night we heard some very strange
noises.’

“But the creature that the American drew? How do you
explain it?”

“We decided that he climbed the pyramidal rock and
watched it from there. I am sure that it must be a very difficult
way up. That’s why we can’t see the monsters walking around
the country.”

“But how did they come up there?”

“I’ll try to explain it to you. South America is a granite
continent. In this place, long time ago, there was a great, sud-
den volcanic upheaval. A large territory went up with all living
creatures. What is the result? The laws of Nature stopped work-
ing. Those creatures still live there.”

“You are absolutely right. Did you tell about your discov-
ery to the scientists?”

“I did,” said the Professor, “And their stupidity shocked
me. I am not going to prove anything. When men like you came
to me I couldn’t meet them with a smile. I’m afraid you have
noticed it,” he smiled and continued.

! Columbus of science — KomyM0 Hayku (uenoeek, cogepuuiueiuuii 6aic-

Hetiwee omKpoimue)

2 plateau — a large area of land that is higher than the land around it
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“You know, tonight I’m going to try again. Mr. Waldron, a
naturalist, will lecture at the Zoological Institute. They invited
me to say some words of thanks to him. I hope I will be able to
give a few ideas. Maybe, they would like to discuss them.”

When [ left Professor Challenger, I believed all his words.
Besides, I knew I could make a sensational report for my news-
paper.

When I arrived at the Institute, I could see a lot of people
in the Great Hall. There were white-bearded professors,
medical students and just ordinary people among them. It was
rather noisy there, but what a roar of welcome broke' when Pro-
fessor Challenger appeared!

Then Mr. Waldron, the famous lecturer, came onto the
platform and the meeting began. That evening he spoke about
the creation of the Earth. He told us of the Earth in its early
days — a huge mass of hot gas high up the skies. Then he spoke
of the cooling of our planet, the formation of the mountains
and oceans. He told us of the mysterious origin of life. Did it
appear from the elements of the planet? Did it arrive from out-
side? Even the best scientists knew nothing.

Then the lecturer told of animal life. He started with mol-
lusks, other primitive sea creatures and fishes. He pictured the
dramatic past: the drying of the seas, the lagoons full of sea
animals, the first sea creatures coming out from the sea. '

“That was the time, ladies and gentlemen, when a fright-
ening family of monstrous reptiles came to life>. But they for-
tunately became extinct long before the first people.”

- “Question!” came a voice from the platform.

It surprised Mr. Waldron and he stopped his lecture for a
moment, and then repeated slowly the words: “Which became
extinct before the coming of man.”

I a roar of welcome broke — pa3pa3uyics rpoM NIPHUBETCTBHIA
2 came to life — nosiBunOCH
17
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“Question!” he heard the voice again.

Waldron looked along the line of professors on the plat-
form until he saw Professor Challenger.

“I see!” said Waldron, with a smile. “It is my friend Pro-
fessor Challenger.” And he went on and on. But when he spoke
about extinct creatures, the audience heard the angry voice of
the Professor. _

“I must ask you to stop that!” said the lecturer and the hall
got absolutely quiet.

Challenger stood up slowly.

“I must ask you, Mr. Waldron,” the Professor said, “to stop
saying what is against the facts'. Ladies and gentlemen, first of
all I must thank Mr. Waldron for an interesting lecture, which
we have just listened. But there are some ideas against the facts.
He thinks some types of animal became extinct. Mr. Waldron is
very wrong because he has never seen a prehistoric animal. They
are not extinct. How do I know, you ask me? I know because I
have visited their secret home. I know because I have seen some
of them. Am I a liar? Did I hear someone say that I was a liar?”

Then the time of chaos came. The Professor cried:

“Well, you disagree with me. Will you choose one or more
of you to go out and test my words? Would Mr. Summerlee take
part in it?”

Mr. Summerlee, an old and famous Professor of Zoology, ‘

agreed.

I saw it was the right moment to take my chance. Sudden-
ly I saw a tall, thin man, with dark red hair. He looked back at
me with hard angry eyes.

“I will go, Mr. Chairman,” I said. “My name is Edward
Dunn Malone. I am the reporter of the Daily Gazette.”

“What is your name, sir?” the chairman asked the man with
dark red hair.

I against the facts — npoTHBopednT hakTaM
18
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“I am Lord John Roxton. I have spent some years on the
banks of the Amazon...”

“Lord John Roxton is a world-famous traveller,” said the
chairman; “at the same time we would like to have a member
of the Press upon such an expedition.”

“Then I can see,” said Professor Challenger, “that these
three gentlemen will start the expedition to test my words.”

That was the end of the meeting and in a few minutes I left
the hall. I was walking under the silvery lights of Regent Street,
full of thoughts of Gladys and of my future, when suddenly
somebody touched my shoulder. I turned and saw the tall, thin
man, my companion on this strange expedition.

“Mr. Malone,” said he. “Now we are companions. Per-
haps you will visit me. There are one or two things that I’d like
to discuss with you.” ;

When I came into his house, I saw rich furs and strange
carpets on the floor, expensive old and modern pictures, the
heads of animals from every part of the world on the walls. Lord
John Roxton was one of the greatest travellers of his day.

He sat opposite me and looked at me with his eyes of a
cold light blue, the color of a mountain lake.

“By the way,” he said, “what do you know of this Professor
Challenger?”

“I never saw him till today.”

“Well, neither did I'. It’s funny that we will follow the or-
ders from a man we don’t know. He seemed an old bird.? His
brothers of science don’t like him. What is your interest in the
expedition?”

I told him what had happened in the morning at the Pro-
fessor’s house. Roxton listened very carefully. Then he drew
out a map of South America and put it on the table.

" neither did I — s Toxe
2 He seemed an old bird. — §I nymaio, OH cTpensiHbIi BOpOOEiA.
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“I believe every word he said to you,” said he. “South
America is the greatest, richest, most wonderful land on this
planet. People don’t know it yet. I've been up and down it.!
Well, I heard some Indian legends. Anything is possible in that
country. There are some narrow waterways along which people
travel. Outside that it is all darkness.? As the Professor said to-
night, there are fifty thousand miles of waterway running
through a forest. And that forest is as big as Europe. Why
shouldn’t something new and wonderful hide in such a country?
And why shouldn’t we find it out? Besides, there’s a risk in eve-
ry mile of it. We’re all getting too soft nowadays. Give me the
great land, with a gun in my hand and something to look for
and I’ll be the happiest man in the world!”

We had a long talk at his place. But I had to leave for work.
When I came to the newspaper office, McArdle was waiting for
me. We agreed that I should write at home full reports of my

adventures.

' I’ve been up and down it. — 5 Mcxonui ee BIOMB H TTONIEPEK.
2 Qutside that it is all darkness. — Bce, yT0 3a X nIpegenaMu, — 1oJ-
Hast HEH3BECTHOCTD.

Chapter Three

We Disappear into
the Unknown

It was a wet, foggy morning in the late spring. Three people
were walking to the big ship. Professor Summerlee walked slowly.
He was already very sorry for himself.! Lord John Roxton walked
bravely. His thin face looked really happy. As for myself, I hoped I
looked happy too. Suddenly, there was a loud cry behind us.

It was Professor Challenger, he ran after us, red-faced and
very angry. '

“] have some words to tell you,” he said. “Here is a letter.
You will open it in the town Manaos, but not until the date and
the hour written on it. Is that clear? Mr. Malone, I am not
against your reports but I tell you to give no detail. You mustn’t
publish anything until your return. Good-bye.”

" He was already very sorry for himself. — Emy yxe 6bu10 cebsi 04eHb
Xalb.
21
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We crossed the Atlantic without any problem. Then we

started our way up the Amazon, a wide, slow river. At the towrr

of Manaos we stayed at a hotel until the day marked on the
letter. Before I reach the surprising events of that date I would
like to say some words about my companions.

Professor Summerlee is a well-known scientist. He is tall
and thin but he is never tired. He took part in some scientific
expeditions, and the life of the camp and the canoe is not new
to him. He is sixty-six but he is as strong as I am. In character
~ he is always skeptical. From the beginning of our expedition he
never stopped saying that Professor Challenger is an absolute
liar. But when we landed from the ship, he forgot about Profes-
sor Challenger. He spends all days exploring the insect and bird
world around. He is absolutely devoted to science.

Lord John Roxton always dresses very carefully and shaves at
least once a day. Like most men of action, he is short in speech'.
But he is always quick to answer a question or join a conversation.
He talks in a quick and humorous way. His knowledge of South
America is great. He believes Professor Challenger absolutely. He
spoke little of his visits to Brazil and Peru, so I was very surprised
that natives knew and loved him. They even told legends about him.

Lord John Roxton was a South Americomaniac?. He could
not speak of that great country without great love, and this love
was infectious?.

“What is there?” he cried, pointing to the North. “Wood
and swamps and jungle. Who knows what is over there? No
white man has ever been there. The unknown is on every side.
Who will say what is possible in such a country? Why should
Challenger not be right?”

So, that’s enough about my two whlte companions. Now

'is short in speech — rosopuT HeMHOrO

?was a South Americomaniac — 6u11 aﬁcomomo nomeuraH Ha IOx-
HON AMepuKe

* infectious — feelings that spread qulckly
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I’m going to tell you about the others. The first is a gigantic
Negro named Zambo. He is a black Hercules, as strong as a
horse, and about as intelligent'. At the town of Para two na-
tives, Gomez and Manuel, joined us. They looked like two pan-
thers: active and frightening. Both of them spent their lives in
those places, which we were going to explore.

At last, after a week, the day had come and the hour. We
were sitting round the table with the letter on it. Lord John put
his watch on the table.

“We have seven more minutes,” he said.

“Let’s open it now!” said Summerlee.

“QOh, come, there must be rules in every game!” said Lord
John. “It’s old man Challenger’s show!?”

“I don’t know what is inside this letter. If there is nothing
important, I would catch the first ship and go back to England.
1 wouldn’t like to follow the instructions of a London lunatic®.
Now, Roxton, it is time.”

Lord John opened the letter and took out a paper. It was as
white as snow. Not a word on it. We looked at each other and
Professor Summerlee went laughing.

“So0,” he cried. “he is a liar! We are returmng home. Then
we will report him as a champion liar.”

“May I come in?” came a voice from the door. That voice!
Professor Challenger, in a round, boyish hat — Challenger, with
his hands in his pockets — came into the room.

“I’m sorry I am some minutes late,” said he, looking at his
watch. “But I was sure you would never open it*. I wanted to
join you before the hour. Professor Summerlee, have you got a
chance to laugh at me?”

' about as intelligent — noyTH TakoM Xe YMHbBIH
21t’s old man Challenger’s show! — [1apanom komanayeT crapuk Yen-
JeHzxep!
3 Junatic — someone who behaves in a crazy and stupid way
4 you would never open it — Bbl HE OTKPOETE €r0
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Professor Challenger shook hands with me and Lord John,
said “Hello” to Professor Summerlee, and sat into an arm-chair.

“As to the small trick, which I played on you... From the
very beginning I decided to join you. I didn’t tell you about it
because I didn’t want to travel with you. But from now on you
are in safe hands. I'll be your guide. Get ready! We make an
early start in the morning.”

So we did. For three days we sailed up the Amazon. It was
so wide that from its center we couldn’t see its banks. On the
fourth day we turned into a smaller river. After two days’ voy-
age we came to an Indian village. Then the Professor sent back
our ship, because there were rapids ahead. He also told us that
we were coming to the door of the unknown country.

The very next day we made our start on two canoes. For

two days we made our way up a river, dark in colour, but very

clear. We could see the river bottom. Twice we came across rap-
ids, and had to carry our luggage.

How shall I ever forget its mystery? The trees were the high-
est. They looked like Gothic cathedrals. Their branches formed
the green roof. Sometimes golden sunshine went downwards
among the darkness. We walked quietly on the thick, soft car-
pet of fallen leaves. We felt important as we feel in Westminster
Abbey. The effect was as a dream of fairyland.

In these great woods the dark means death. And every plant
makes its way up. Everything tries to get sunshine. Climbing plants
are monstrous, but the others learn the art of climbing, too.

The animal life was rather poor. But above our heads there
was a world of snake and monkey and bird. They lived in the
sunshine, and looked down in wonder at our little dark figures.
Early in the morning and in the evening the monkeys and par-
rots cried together. But during the hot hours of the day only the
buzz of insects filled our ears. _

About three o’clock in the afternoon we came to a very
dangerous rapid. It was the place where the canoe of Professor
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Challenger turned over.

Then we went more than ten miles. Suddenly Professor
Challenger showed us a tree on the opposite bank of the river.

“What do you think of that?” he asked.

“It is a palm,” said Summerlee.

“You are right. But it is not just a palm, it is my landmark'.
There is a secret opening on the other side of the river. There is
no break in the trees. That is the wonder and the mystery of it.
That is my private gate into the unknown.”

It was indeed a wonderful place. We went through that gate. We
found ourselves? in a small quiet river, running over a sandy bottom.

The thick branches met over our heads, and through this
tunnel in a golden light flowed the green, shiny river. It was as
clear as crystal. It went under its leafy archway?’. It was an ave-
nue to a land of wonders.

Now we could see animals more often. We met hundreds
of little black monkeys, with snow-white teeth and smiling eyes.
Once a dark funny tapir looked at us from the bushes. Then he
run away through the forest. Once the yellow puma appeared
among the trees, and its green hateful eyes quickly looked at
us. There were thousands of birds. Blue, red, and white, they
were sitting on every branch along the river. For three days we
went through the tunnel of green sunshine. The deep peace of
this strange waterway was fantastic!

On the third day the river became so small that we couldn’t
20 on our journey in the canoes. We drew the canoes up and
hid them among the bushes. Then we packed our food and start-
ed on our way on foot.

Soon the small river disappeared in a great green swamp.
Clouds of mosquitoes filled the air around. But we went on

' landmark — something that is easy to recognise, it will help you know
where you are
* We found ourselves — MuI okazanuchb
* archway — a passage under an arch
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walking. On the second day after leaving our canoes we found
that the country had changed. Our road was all way up, and the
woods became thinner and lost their tropical beauty. The tall
trees of the Amazonian forest gave place to' the coco palms.

On the ninth day, the trees became even smaller. The bamboo
was so thick that we had to cut our way through it. It was very tiring
and monotonous. Even at the most open places, I could only see
the back of Lord John’s cotton jacket in front of me. Yellow walls
of bamboos were on either side. I do not know what kind of crea-
tures lived there. Sometimes we heard large, heavy animals near
us. Just as night fell we went out of bamboos, and formed our camp.

Early next morning we found that the character of the coun-
try had changed again. Tree ferns? were growing everywhere.

Suddenly Professor Challenger stopped and pointed to the
right. And at the distance of a mile we saw something. It looked
like a great grey bird. It was flying very low. Then it disappeared
among the tree-ferns.

“Did you see it?” cried Challenger. “Summerlee, did you
see it?”

“What it was?” he asked.

“A pterodactyl.”

Summerlee laughed. “It was a stork!”

Challenger was too angry to speak Lord John came to me
and said:

“I am not sure, but it wasn’t a bird.”

Next day we came into a place covered with palm-trees,
and then we could see the line of high red cliffs.

There it lies in front of my eyes. There can be no question
that it is the same. Challenger looks proud, and Summerlee is
silent, but still skeptical.

' gave place to — ycTynuam MecTto
? Tree ferns — 1peBOBMAHBIE NTANOPOTHHKH

Chapter Four

Who Could Have
Foreseen 1t?

A terrible thing has happened to us. I think our troubles
will never end. We are as far from any human help as if we were
on the moon. My three companions are men of great courage.
There lies our one and only hope.'

When 1 finished my last letter, we were seven miles from
red cliffs. That night we made our camp near them. The cliffs
above us were too dangerous and high, so the way up was out of
the question?. Close to us was the high thin rock. It was as h;gh
as the plateau, and there grew one large tree.

“That is the tree,” said Professor Challenger, “where the
pterodactyl was sitting. I climbed half way up the rock before I
shot him.”

! There lies our one and only hope. — B 3TOM, 1 TOJIBKO B 3TOM, BCsl

Hallla Hanex/a.
? the way up was out of the question — 0 noxbeMe Mbl ¥ He TyMaJiH
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When Challenger was speaking of the pterodactyl, I looked
at Professor Summerlee. For the first time I didn’t see any skep-
ticism in his eyes.

“Of course,” said Challenger, “Professor Summerlee will
understand that when I speak of a pterodactyl I mean a stork.
You know, it is the kind of stork which has membranous wings
and teeth in its beak.”

All the morning we spent thinking over the way to climb
the plateau.

“I think we will travel along the cliffto the west,” said Chal-
lenger. “We shall travel round it until we find an easy way up it,
or come back to our camp. I told you that there must be the
way up.”

“How do you know that, sir?” asked Summerlee.

“Because the American Maple White actually climbed it.
Or where could he see the monster?” '

“I have not seen any living monsters there.”

The ground at the foot of the cliff was rocky and broken'.
Suddenly we came up on an old camp.
~ “It must be Maple White’s,” said Challenger.

Along the cliff there grew a high bamboo. It was twenty
feet high, with sharp, strong tops. It looked like a wall of spears.
Suddenly I saw something white. I looked inside and found
myself near a skeleton. There were only small pieces of clothes
left, but it had boots on its bony feet. It was very clear that the
dead man was a European.

“Who can he be?” asked Lord John. “Poor devil! Every
bone in his body is broken.”

“I know who he was — Maple White’s companion, an
American. And we are now looking at him,” said Professor
Challenger.

“And we know,” said Lord John, “how he met his death.”

' rocky and broken — KaMeHHCTOE M HEPOBHOE
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We stood silently round the skeleton and realized the truth
of Lord John Roxton’s words. No doubt, he had fallen from '
the top. But had he fallen? Or ..?

We continued our way along the cliffs in silence. In five
miles we saw no break and no hole in them. And then suddenly
we noticed something on the rocks. It filled us with new hope.
That was an arrow drawn in chalk. It pointed westwards. _

“Maple White again,” said Professor Challenger. “He was
sure the others would follow him.”

In five more miles we saw another white arrow on the rocks.
It pointed upward. We had had no food for many hours, and
were very tired, but we couldn’t stop now and started our way
up the narrow tunnel. Suddenly we saw an opening of a cave.

When we reached it, we found another arrow near it. No
doubt, here was the place, where Maple White and his compan-
ion started their way up. We were too excited to return to the
camp and made our first exploration at once. Lord John had an
electric light and we followed him. First the cave ran straight into
the rock. Finally we found ourselves' climbing upon our hands
and knees. Suddenly we heard a voice of Lord Roxton.

“It’s blocked!” said he. “The roof has fallen in!”

The way of Maple White didn’t exist any more. So we had
to get out of the cave. And yet, as we looked up at that beautiful
green world only a few hundreds of feet above our heads, no-
body thought of returning to London.

In our camp we discussed the situation and decided to con-
tinue out way round the plateau. We hoped to find some other
way to the top. We made a long march that day but found
nothing.

We noticed a great change both in the temperature and in
the plants. Some of those horrible tropical insects disappeared.
We could see few palms but many tree-ferns.

' we found ourselves — ouyTiIMChH
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That night — I am still speaking of the first day near the
plateau — it happened for the first time.

Well, that night Lord John killed an ajouti — which is a
small, pig-like animal. We were sitting round the fire and cook-
ing it. It was rather cold after dark and we got close to the fire.
)} " (et - The night was moonless. Well, suddenly out of the darkness,
\\\?%B’l%/ :-"‘th\g_‘_"ﬁ N out of the night, there appeared something with a sound like

NS YWie77 an aeroplane. We were covered for a moment by something. We
felt leathery wings on our faces. I saw a long, snake-like neck,
an angry, red, hungry eye, and a great sharp beak, filled with
little teeth. The next moment it was gone — and so was our
dinner. A huge black shadow flew up into the air. For a mo-
ment the monster wings covered the stars, and then it disap-
peared behind the cliff. We all sat in silence round the fire. It
was Summerlee who was the first to speak.’

“Professor Challenger,” said he, “sir, I hope that you will
forget what is past?.”

And the two men for the first time shook hands. We were
so happy to see them smiling at each other. Soon we forgot about
our stolen supper.

During the next three days we didn’t see any prehistoric
animals. We went on and on across the stony desert. Then it
turned into green-grey swamps full of many wild birds. We saw
many Jaracaca snakes, the most poisonous and aggressive in
South America. They always attack man at first sight. Again
and again these horrible creatures came towards us across the
swamp and we could feel safe from them only because we kept
our guns ready all the time. I will never forget the terrible place.
There were too many of them, so we ran as fast as we could. I
shall always remember as we looked back how far behind we

' It was Summerlee who was the first to speak. — imenno Cammepin

3arOBOPUJI NEPBBIM.

? you will forget what is past — BBl Ipe1aaMTE NPOILLIOE 3a6BEHMIO
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could see the heads and necks of our horrible snakes among
the reeds. Jaracaca Swamp we named it in the map.

On the sixth day we found ourselves back at the first camp,
near the high thin rock. We were tired and unhappy. It was clear
that there was no way up the plateau.

What should we do now? Our food will come to an end
one day. In two or three months the rains will start and we will
have to leave our camp. No wonder that we spent a sleepless
night. I remember that when I was falling asleep. I saw Chal-
lenger sitting by the fire. He was in the deepest thought. He
didn’t turn his head to my “good-night”.

But it was a very different Challenger who said “good-
morning” to us. His eyes were shining. He looked very excited
and absolutely happy.

“Eureka!' he cried. “Gentlemen, the problem is solved.”

“You have found a way up?”

For answer he pointed to the high thin rock. Challenger
told us that it was possible to climb that rock. But a horrible
abyss was between it and the plateau.

“We can never get across,” I said.

“We can at least reach the top of the rock,” said he. “When
we are up, I will show you that the resources? of my mind are
endless.” ' _

After breakfast we started our way up. It was not a very dif-
ficult task, though there were moments that made my hair move
on my head. I had never climbed rocks before. Challenger was
a great help to us. He was the first to reach the top. Then he
fixed the rope round the big tree. It helped us to climb that
stony wall until we found ourselves upon the small grassy plat-
form.

! eureka — you say this word to show how happy you are that you have
discovered the answer to a problem, or found something
2 resources — ability in dealing with practical problems
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We were standing up there and looking around. There were
endless tropical forests around us. The plateau was as high as
the rock we were standing on. It seemed to be very near to us.
But it was impossible to reach it.

“Just look at it,” said Professor Summerlee.

I turned, and found that he was examining the tree with
great interest. Its trunk, branches and small dark-green leaves.

“It is our one and only hope,” said Challenger.

“A bridge!” cried Lord John, “a bridge!”

“Exactly, my friends, a bridge! I have already told to our
young friend here that Challenger is at his best when his back is
to the wall'. That’s the best way to find the way out. We needed
a bridge. Here it is!”

It was a brilliant idea. I made some deep cuts in the tree
and the tree fell with a loud crash. That was our bridge to the
unknown!

It didn’t take Professor Challenger long to cross the abyss.
As soon as he was at the other side, he cried: “At last!” Every-
thing around him was quiet, only a strange, many-coloured bird
flew up from under his feet and disappeared among the trees.

Summerlee was the second. I came next, and tried hard
not to look down into the horrible abyss over which 1 was pass-
ing. As to Lord John, he walked across — actually walked! He
must have nerves of iron.

And there we were, the four of us, in the dreamland, the
lost world of Maple White. To all of us it seemed to be the mo-
ment of our triumph.

W started our way inside the thick bushes, when there came
a terrible crash from behind us. We ran back. The bridge was
gone!

Far down at the bottom of the cliff we saw it broken to
pieces. In a moment we saw the face of Gomez, our servant.

' when his back is to the wall — Korna ero npuIMUpaoT K CTEHKE
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He was standing on the grassy platform across the abyss. But
there was no smile but hatred on his face.

“Lord Roxton!” he shouted. “Lord John Roxton!”

“Well,” said our companion, “here I am.”

Laughter came across the abyss.

“Yes, there you are, you English dog, and there you will
stay for ever! I have waited and waited, and now has come my
chance. You found it hard to get up; you will find it harder to
get down. When you are dying', think of Lopez, whom you shot
five years ago. I am his brother.” These were his last words, he
disappeared and all was quiet.

We could see him getting down the rock; but before he could
reach the ground Lord John had run along the abyss with the
gun in his hands. Then we heard a sound of his gun and then
the sound of the falling body.

“I have been a fool,” Roxton said, “I have brought you all
into this trouble. I have forgotten that these people have long
memories.” _ '

Gomez was dead but we were in the greatest trouble. We
had been natives of the world?; now we were natives of the pla-
teau. We could see the way, which led to the canoes. Beyond
the violet horizon was the river, which led back to civilization.
But there was no bridge between them, between us and our past
lives. .

For the moment we could only sit among the bushes and
wait for the coming of Zambo, our true servant. At last his fig-
ure appeared on the top of the rock. “What must I do now?” he
cried. “Whenever you come, you will always find me here. But
I can’t keep Indians. They say Curupuri live here, and they will
go home.”

' When you are dying — Korna Tb1 6yaeiub yMUpaTh

2 'We had been natives of the world — Korza-to Mbl OBUTH YacThIO

LIEJIOro MHpa :
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First of all, Zambo threw one end of the rope across the
abyss. Then he brought up some food and some other neces-
sary things. We got it across the abyss with the help of the rope.

We made our camp and had a cold supper. We decided not
to make any fire. The next day we would start the exploration
of this strange land. Our position is hopeless. I only hope you

will get this letter one day.



Chapter Five

The Most Wonderful Things
Have Happened

'The most wonderful things have happened and are hap-
pening to us. I have only one pencil and five old note-books.
But as long as I can move my hand, I will g0 on writing every-
thing down. We are the only men to see such things.

Our first morning on the plateau came. First we had to
choose the right place for our future camp. We found a small
clearing with thick trees around. There were some big rocks in
the center, with a small river near by. We cut down some bushes
and tree branches and put them round in a circle. This was our
camp. Fort Challenger, we called it.

It was before noon when we finished, but it wasn "t very hot.
One huge gingko' tree, the tallest of all, shot its great branches?

' gingko — a kind of a tropical tree
? shot its great branches — packunyso csou OTPOMHBIE BETBU
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over our fort. In its shade we continued our dlscussmn Lord
John gave us his ideas.

“We are safe, till nobody sees us,” said he. “From the time
they know we are here, our troubles will begin. So our game is
to stay quiet for a time and explore the land. We should have a
good look at our neighbours before they notice us.”

“But we must go forward,” I said.

“Oh yes, my boy! We will. But we must never go so far that
we can’t get back to our camp. And we must never, unless it is
life or death', fire off our guns.”

“But you fired yesterday,” said Summerlee.

“Well, I had no choice. By the way, what shall we call this
place? I think we must give it a name.’

There were some ideas, more or less happy, but Challenger’s
was final. “It can only have one name,” said he. “It is called
after the man who discovered it. It is Maple White Land.” Maple
White Land it became, and so it is named in that map, which
has become my special task.

We knew that some unknown creatures lived there, and the
pictures from Maple White’s sketch-book showed that more
terrible and more dangerous monsters could appear. We also
remembered the skeleton with broken bones and the bamboos
gone through them?. Perhaps, therc were some human beings
here, on the plateau.

We left our camp and followed the little river, and very soon
we came across some real wonders. We went through a thick
forest, and the trees were unknown to me. Summerlee recog-
nized them as forms, which disappeared long time ago.

Suddenly Lord John, who was walking first, stopped us.

“Look at this!” said he: “This must be the track of the father
of all birds! And it is fresh! See, here is the track of a little one!”

"unless it is life or death — ecJiM TOIBKO HE WAET PEYb O XKHU3HH K CMEPTH
2 the bamboos gone through them — npoH3uBIIKii Mx 6aMOyK
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We saw a huge three-toed track in the soft ground before
us. We all stopped to examine it. The foot was much larger than
an ostrich’s and the size of the monstrous creature must be enor-
mous. We also saw smaller tracks of the same form running
parallel to the large ones.

“But what do you think of this?” cried Professor Summer-
lee, pointing to the huge track.

“Wealden!” cried Challenger, in an ecstasy. “I’ve seen them
in the Wealden clay'. This creature walks on three-toed feet,
and from time to time puts one of its five-fingered front-feet
on the ground. Not a bird, my dear Roxton — not a bird.”

“A beast?”

“No; a reptile — a dinosaur.”

His words died away, and we all stood silently. We followed
the tracks and came to an opening, and in the middle there
were five of the most extraordinary creatures. We hid among
the bushes and watched the creatures with greatest interest.

There were five of them, two were big and three very young.
The babies were as big as elephants. The large animals were much
bigger. All five were sitting up, balancing on their wide, powerful
tails and their huge three-toed hind-feet?. They pulled down the
branches with their small five-fingered front-feet. They ate the
leaves with great appetite. They looked like monstrous kanga-
roos, twenty feet in length, and with skins like black crocodiles.

I do not know how long we stayed looking at this wonder-
ful spectacle. I looked at my friends. Lord John was standing
near me. His hunter’s soul was shining from his eyes. The two

professors were silent. They took each other by the hand, and
stood like two little children in the presence of a wonder.

“What will they say in England of this?” Summerlee cried
at last.

' Wealden clay — Besibackwuii croii
? three-toed hind-feet — Tpexmnanble 3a1Hue HOrU
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“My dear Summerlee, 1 will tell you exactly what they
will say in England,” said Challenger. “They will say that you
are a liar and a scientific charlatan, exactly as you and others
said of me.”

“Photographs?”

“They would call them fakes, Summerlee!”

“Species?”

“Ah, there we may have them!' August the twenty-eighth —
the day we saw five live iguanodons in an opening of Maple
White Land. Write it down in your diary, my young friend, and
send it to your newspaper.”

“What did you say they were?” asked Lord John.

“Iguanodons,” said Summerlee. “You can find their foot-
marks in Kent, and in Sussex. The South of England was full of
them when there were a lot of green leaves there. The climate
has changed, and the monsters died out. Not here.”

“1°d like to have its head on my wall,” said Lord John. “My
God, how some of my friends will turn beautiful peagreen? when
they see it!”

I had the feeling of mystery and danger around us. Those
monstrous creatures — iguanodons — were not dangerous at
all. But in this world of wonders what other creatures live?
Peaceful ones? Or dangerous? I knew little of prehistoric life,
but I remembered one book. It spoke of creatures that lived on
our lions and tigers as a cat lives on mice.

In our first morning in the new country we learnt about
great dangers around us. It was a dreadful adventure — the
swamp of pterodactyls.

We went very slowly through the woods. Every moment
our professors fell down with a cry of wonder, before some flow-
er or insect of a new type. We travelled about two or three miles,

" Ah, there we may have them! — A, BOT TyT-TO OHHM He OTBepTATCS!
2 will turn beautiful peagreen — No3€A€HEIOT OT 3aBUCTH
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and then we came upon a large opening in the trees. Behind
thick trees we could see a lot of grey rocks. We slowly started
towards them, and suddenly heard a strange low sound. It came
from some place right in front of us. Lord John held up his
hand as a signal to stop. Then he came up to the rocks. T looked
at his face and understood that he saw something wonderful
but dangerous.

When we looked over the rocks we could see hundreds of
pterodactyls. Some hundreds of yards below we noticed their
young ones. Terrible mothers were sitting on their leathery, yel-
lowish eggs'. From this noisy mass of dreadful reptiles came
the shocking noise. It filled the air. The horrible smell turned
us sick. But above, sitting on their own stone, tall, grey, more
like dead and dried than alive, sat their horrible fathers, abso-
lutely silent. From time to time they moved their red eyes and
caught a dragon-fly with their sharp beaks. Their large, mem-
branous wings were closed and they sat like gigantic old wom-
en covered with-awful grey coats. Large and small, not less than
a thousand of these ugly creatures were there.

Our professors would like to stay there all day. They got a
chance to study the life of a prehistoric age. They pointed out
the fish and dead birds lying about among the rocks. I heard
them saying they had found at last why the bones of this flying
dragon are found in such great numbers in the certain areas. It
was now seen that, like penguins, they lived in great companies.

But the moment Challenger showed his head over the rock,
he nearly brought the most terrible death on us all2. In a second
the nearest creature gave a cry and flew up into the air. In a
moment the whole circle of pterodactyls rose one after the other
and sailed off into the sky. It was wonderful to see about a hun-

 leathery, yellowish eggs — koxucTbie, XenTopaThle siila
2 he nearly brought the most terrible death on us all — on elnBa He
HaBJIEK Ha BCex Hac 00J1bLIyIo Geny
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dred of dreadful creatures above our heads. Spon we realized
the danger. At first the pterodactyls flew round ina circle. Then,
the flight grew lower and the circle was getting smaller, until
the dry loud sound of their grey wings filled the air. The wings
of those nearest to us nearly touched our faces. They attacked
us. Summerlee gave a cry and put his hand to his face. I felt a
strong pain at the back of my neck. At the same moment I heard
the sound of Lord John’s gun, and saw one of the creatures
with a broken wing on the ground. With a wide-ppcncd beak
and bloody eyes it looked like a devil in an old pl'ctu're. Other
pterodactyls flew higher at the sound, and were circling above
our heads.

“Now,” cried Lord John, “now for our lives!'”

We ran through the wood, and the pterodactyls attacked

* us again and again. Summerlee was tired out and fell on the

ground. We. put him up and ran to the trees. There we were
safe, because the creatures couldn’t fly among thc.trees. On
our way back to the camp, we saw them for a long tlme: They
were flying in the deep blue sky, round and round. Their eyes
were following us.

“ was sorry to fire my gun,” said Lord John. “But now, we
should get back to our camp. I wonder if the monsters have
poison in their beaks.”

At last we reached our camp. We thought that our adven-
tures were over. The entrance of Fort Challenger and the walls
were unbroken, but we understood at once that some strange
and powerful creature had visited it. All our things were- around.’
Again the Teeling of horror came on us, and we looked roupd at
the dark shadows. How good it was when we heard the voice of
Zambo and saw him sitting-and smiling at us.

et , y
' now for our lives! — DeruTe M30 BCEX CHIT!
2 All our things were around. — Bce Hawm Bewy OBUTH PaCKUIaHbI

MOBCIONY.
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“Everything is OK, Mr. Challenger!” he cried. “I will stay
here. You will always find me when you want.”

Late in the evening the professors started their scientific
dispute again. I didn’t want to listen to it and moved away. |
was sitting smoking on a fallen tree, when Lord John came up
to me.

“I say, Malone,” he said, “Do you remember that place
where those flying monsters llve‘?”

“Very clearly.”

“Did you notice ground round the water?”

“It was of blue colour. It looked like clay. What of that?” I
asked.

“Oh, nothing, nothing,” said he. Once again that night I
heard him talking to himself: “Blue clay, blue clay!”

&

Chapter Six

For Once |
I Was the Hero

Lord John Roxton was right about the poison in pterodac-
tyl’s beaks. Next morning Summerlee and I were in great pain'.
Challenger’s leg hurt and he couldn’t walk. We stayed in our
camp all day. All day long Lord John was making our camp
walls thicker and stronger. I remember that during the whole
long day 1 felt somebody watching us. I was sure that some-
thing terrible was going to happen. .

That night.(our third night in Maple White Land) we were
all sleeping round our fire when suddenly the most terrible cry
woke us. It was as loud as the sound of train. It was filled with
agony and horror. And then, under this high, ringing sound
there was another, a low laugh. For three or four minutes the

' Summerlee and I were in great pain — CaMmep/i ¥ s 4yBCTBOBA/IN
ce0s1 MONMHOCTHIO pa3OUTBIMH
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frightening duet' continued. Then it stopped as suddenly as it
began. For a long time we sat in silence.
- “What was it?” I asked.

“We shall know in the morning,” said Lord John. “It hap-
pened near to our camp.”

“A prehistoric tragedy has just finished. The greater drag-
on killed the smaller one,” said Challenger.

Summerlee raised his hand. “Hush!” he cried. “Can you
hear it?”

There came a deep sound. We could hear soft but heavy
steps. An animal was slowly coming to our camp. Then it
stopped near us.

In the deep shadow of the tree there was a deeper shadow.
It was no higher than a horse, but we understood it was a mon-
ster. Once, I thought I saw two terrible, greenish eyes.

“I believe it is going to jump!” I said.

“Don’t fire! Don’t fire!” told Lord John. He picked up a
burning branch, and ran towards it. He threw the burning wood
into its face. For one moment I noticed a horrible mask of a
giant toad. Its open mouth was covered with fresh blood. In a
moment our terrible visitor was gone.

“I'was sure it was afraid of the fire,” said Lord John, laugh-
ing, as he came back. _

“Well, I think that we are lucky! What was he, then?”

Our professors looked at each other. They couldn’t name
the creature but they were sure it was a meat-eater.

We decided to go to our broken sleep but from that time on
we never-did it without a watchman.

In the morning we discovered the reason of the dreadful
cry. The iguanodon glade was the scene of a horrible trage-
dy. There was blood and great pieces of meet all over the
green grass. We decided that some animals were killed, but

! duet — two people acting together
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later we understood that one aggressive animal killed the
weaker creature. All this blood and meat came from one
iguanodon.

“These can be the marks of a sabre-toothed tiger, but
that night we saw a creature of a larger size and more reptilian
in character’. I think it was allosaurus,” said Professor Chal-
lenger.

“Sh-h! The less noise the better,” said Lord Roxton. “We
don’t know who or what is near us.”

I have told you about the terrors of Maple White Land; but
there was another side of this land®. In the morning we walked
among lovely flowers. In many places the ground was covered
with them. We walked on that wonderful flower carpet and the
smell was so strong that we felt sick with its sweetness. Many of
the trees had their branches filled with sweet juicy fruit. In the
jungle we saw strange footmarks of the iguanodon. Once in a
glade we saw some of these great creatures.

One evening we talked about our future.

“We must find a way out of this land. That’s what we must
be doing now?, tomorrow and all the time,” Summerlee said,
“But I can see that you are all thinking about getting into this
country: I am sure that we should be trying to get out of it*.”

“T am surprised, sir,” said Challenger, “that a man of sci-
ence has such ideas.You are in a land, which is new to the whole
world. Do you want to leave it before we have explored it? Shame
on you, Professor Summerlee.”

. | think‘, ” Lord John said, “it’s not the right time for go-
ing back to Londen.”

' more reptilian in character — MoxoX cKopee Ha PENTHIHIO
* but there was another side of this land — Ho 66110 1 HeuTO ApyTOE
* That’s what we must be doing now — Bot yeM MBI ceifuac TODKHbBI
ObITH 3aHATHI
* that we should be trying to get out of it — 4TO Ham ClIEaYET NOMbI-
TaThCd BHIOPATHCS OTCIONA
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“I will never walk into the office of my paper,” said I. “I
won’t leave this land behind me. But why are we discussing it?
We can’t get down, even if we wanted.”

“There is no reason to go on exploration,” Summerlee said.
“Can you remember that we came here on a special mission?

q; n: 7 W SR« We know that Professor Challenger was right about the prehis-
‘{?:ﬁ-ﬂ v, 5. @ Ll 2 toric animals. That means we have finished our work. As to the
rXNe ] B : detail... I am sure that only a large expedition can be successful
at it. Should we try to do it ourselves? The only result must be
that we shall never return back home. We will never bring the
important information to science. Professor Challenger found
a way for getting us on to this plateau. Let’s ask him to get us
back to the world.”

He was right and everybody knew it, even Challenger nod-
ded his head.

“I agree with our colleague that we should think about our
return. But I absolutely refuse to leave the Maple White land
before we make its map.”

“We have spent two long days here,” Professor Summerlee
said, “but we don’t know anything about its geography. We know
that it is covered with thick woods. It will take us months to
cross it and to explore it. There is no mountain to climb and
see the whole land.” :

Then a brilliant idea came to my mind. The large gingko
tree was growing near us. It was the highest — so it was a watch-
tower! I have always been a good tree-climber.

“My God, young boy, you are a genius!” said Lord John.
“Be quick! It will get dark in an hour. Don’t forget to take your
notebook. You will get a chance to make a sketch of the place.”

It wasn’t very difficult to climb that tree. There were a lot
of thick branches and soon I was high up the tree and my friends
were far below. There was nothing but green leaves around me.
The tree was a real giant. I looked up and saw nothing but leaves
above my head.
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Suddenly I saw something thick and bush-like! on the
branch. I tried to have a more careful look at it, and I nearly fell
out of the tree in my surprise and horror.

A face was looking at me. It was a human face. It was a long,
whitish face with a flat nose. The eyes were angry and frighten-
ing. For a moment I read hatred in its eyes, then fear followed.
There came a crash of broken branches because the creature
jumped wildly down the tree. I saw a hairy body like that of a pig.

“What’s the matter?” shouted Roxton from below. “Any-
thing wrong with you?”

“Did you see it?” I cried.

“We heard a sound. What was it?”

I'was so shocked with that ape-man that I wanted to climb
down and tell everything to my friends. But then I decided to
go on my way up. The leaves were getting thinner around me. I
learned, from the wind upon my face, that I was above all the
trees. I looked down and saw the most wonderful panorama of
this strange country.

The evening was bright and clear, so I could see the whole
plateau. It was oval, about thirty miles long and twenty miles
wide. There was a lake in the centre. It was green and beautiful
in the evening light. The sandbanks looked golden in the soft
sunshine. I saw something long and dark, too large for alliga-
tors and too long for canoes. With my glass I could see that
they were alive.

In the wood I could see the glade of the iguanodons and
the swamp of the pterodactyls. On the opposite side, the pla-
teau looked different. There were basalt cliffs and along the base
of these red cliffs I could see many dark holes, which looked
like caves. At the opening of one of these there was something
white. I sat on the branch making the plan. Then I climbed
down to my friends.

! bush-like — nmoxoxee na Kycr
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For once I was the hero' of the expedition. I had the plan,
which would save us a month’s blind walking among unknown
dangers. Each of them shook my hand.

But before they discussed the details of my map I told them
of the ape-man among the branches.

“He has been there all the time,” I said.

“How do you know that?” asked Lord John.

“Because I have always had a feeling that something was
watching us. I told you about it, Professor Challenger.”

“Our young friend certainly said something of the kind. Tell
me, now,” he added, “did you notice if the creature had a tail?”

“No.”

“Did it use its feet as hands?”

“I do not think it could move so fast among the branches
without it...”

“In South America there are some thirty-six kinds of mon-
keys. But the ape is unknown here. It is clear that you have seen
it. The question is whether he is more closely to the ape or the
man. Maybe it is the ‘missing link’2. This problem is of great
importance.”

“It is nothing of the sort,” said Summerlee. “Now that,
thanks to Mr. Malone, we have got our map. And now we must
get out of this terrible place. We must leave the further explora-
tion? to others.” :

“Well,” said Challenger, “I’ll feel much better when the
results of our expedition reach England. I have no idea how we
will get down. But I have never had any problem, which my
brain couldn’t solve. I promise you that tomorrow I will find
the way out.”

' For once I was the hero — Bor kKorna s ctan repoem
* ‘missing link’ — an animal similar to humans that may have existed
at the time when apes developed into humans
? further exploration — naneHeiimee uccaeaOBaHHE
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That evening the first map of the lost world was made. Every
detail, which I had noticed from my watch-tower, was put down.
Challenger’s pencil stopped near the great spot — the lake.

“What shall we call it?” he asked. “It’s up to you, young
friend, to name the lake. You saw it first, and, if you choose to
put ‘Lake Malone’ on it, no one has a better right.”

“Then, let it be named Lake Gladys.”

Challenger looked at me smiling, and shook his great head.
“Boys will be boys',” said he. “Lake Gladys let it be.”

%

! Boys will be boys — 30. Ax, MOTODOCTB, MOJIOAOCTD!

Chapter Seven

L1 1

It Was Dreadful
in the Forest

I was very excited by the adventure of the tree, and I
couldn’t fall asleep. The full moon was shining brightly, and
the air was pleasantly cold. What a night for a walk! And then
suddenly came the thought, “Why not to go down to the cen-
tral lake and be back at breakfast with some new facts?” |
thought of Gladys, with her “There are heroisms all round us.”
Iseemed to hear her voice as she said it. I thought also of McAr-
dle. What a three-column article for the paper! What a career!
I took a guh and quickly went away.

In some minutes I realized how dreadful it was in the for-
est. The trees grew so thick that I could not see the moonlight.
I thought of the dreadful scream of the iguanodon. I thought of
that terrible monster near our camp. At any moment it could
jump on me from the dark — this nameless and horrible mon-
ster.
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The darkness of the forest was frightening, but even worse
was the white moonlight in the open glade of the iguanodons. I
hid among the bushes and looked out at it. There were no mon-
sters there. Perhaps they all had gone. In the silvery night I could
see no living thing. I found the small river and decided to fol-
low it. It could lead me to the lake. It could also help me to find
my way back.

On the way to the lake I tried not to get under the great
moonlight. I was going in the dark. When I heard the crash of
breaking branches my heart stopped beating. Now and then
great shadows appeared for a moment and were gone — great,
soundless shadows which seemed to walk on soft feet.

At last (my watch showed that it was one in the morning) 1
saw water, and ten minutes later I was on the banks of the cen-
tral lake. I was very thirsty, so I lay down and drank fresh and
cold water of the prehistoric lake. There was a wide path with
many tracks on it. It was a drinking-place! Near the water there
was a huge rock of lava. Up this I climbed, and, lying on the
top, I looked around.

I'was very surprised when I saw the mouths of caves'. Now,
I saw light in every cave. Suddenly I realized that they were the
fires burning inside the caves. The men lit them! There were
people on the plateau! Here was news to bring back to London!

For a long time I watched the lights. What race was that?

Lake Gladys — my own lake — lay before me. It was not
deep, in many places I could see signs of life, sometimes little
rings in the water, sometimes a great silver fish in the air, some-
times the black back of a monster. Once on a yellow sand I saw
a creature like a huge swan, with a high neck. For some time I
could see it swimming. Then it dived, and I saw it no more.

Then I saw what was going near the water. Two creatures
like large armadillos came to the drinking-place. A huge deer,

' the mouths of caves — Bxons! B newwepy
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with branching horns, a beautiful creature, which carried itself

like a king, came down with its family and drank crystal water.
Suddenly it gave a warning cry, and was off. A newcomer, a most

monstrous animal, was coming down the path.

For a moment I thought: “Where did I see that back, that
strange bird-like head?” It was the stegosaurus — the very crea-
ture that Maple White had in his sketch-book! There he was —
perhaps the very creature which the American artist had met.
The ground shook under him. Now he was so close to me that
I could touch his back. He drank water and disappeared among
the rocks.

I looked at my watch and saw that it was half-past two
o’clock. It was high time to start on my way back. I was going
to tell fine news to my friends.

I was on my way home, when I heard a strange noise be-
hind me. It was low, deep, and frightening. A strange creature
was near me; but I saw nothing. I walked faster. In some min-
utes I heard the sound again, but louder and more frightening.
The beast was after me. My skin grew cold and my hair rose at
the thought. I remembered the dreadful bloody face, which we
saw near our camp. My knees were shaking. I stopped and
looked down the moonlit path. All was quiet in a dream land-
scape. Then there came that low, throaty sound', far louder and
closer. Something was hunting me.

Then suddenly I saw it. Something was moving in the
bushes. A great dark shadow hopped out into the moonlight.
The beast moved like a kangaroo. It was of great size and pow-
er. When I saw its shape, I thought it was an iguanodon, but I
soon saw that it was a very different creature. Instead of the
gentle, deer-shaped head of the great three-toed leaf-eater, this
beast had a broad toad-like face. It looked like the monster that
had frightened us in our camp. It was a meat-eating dinosaur,

' throaty sound — ropJyioBoii 3ByK
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the most terrible beast, which had ever walked this earth. From
time to time the huge monster brought its nose to the ground.
It was smelling out me.'

What could I do? I looked round for some rock or tree, but
there was no one around. I threw my useless gun away and ran.
At last I stopped, I thought that I was safe. And then suddenly
the monster was near me. He was just behind my back. I was lost.

The moonlight shone on his huge eyes and sharp teeth in
his open mouth. With a cry of terror I turned and ran wildly
down the path. Behind me the thick breathing of the creature
sounded louder and louder. And then suddenly there came a
crash. I was falling down.

When I opened my eyes, I felt the most dreadful smell. I
stood upon my feet and came upon a big piece of meat. Then
my hand touched a large bone. Up above me there was dark-
blue sky. I realized that I was at the bottom of a deep pit. I was
sore from head to foot?, but my arms and legs were not broken.
Then I looked up in terror. There was no sign of the monster

-and I began to walk slowly round. I tried to find out what this
strange place was. _ -

It was a pit. The bottom was covered with great pieces of
meat. The atmosphere was poisonous and horrible. Suddenly I
came against something hard, and I found that it was an up-
right post® in the center of the pit. It was so high that I could
not reach the top of it with my hand.

Suddenly I remembered about a box of matches in my
pocket. I lit the match and had a better look. It was a trap and it
was made by the hand of man.

I remembered that Challengersaid that man could not live
on the plateau. With his weak weapons he could not survive

' It was smelling out me. — OH BBIHIOXMBAJI MEHH.,
? 1 was sore from head to foot — Bce Tesio y MeHs HblIO
3 upright post — BepTHKaNbHbBII KON
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among the monsters. But now I knew how they survived. In
their caves the natives lived safe. With their developed brains
they could make the traps to hunt monsters. Man was always
the master.

I wasn’t afraid to meet the monster. I remembered that both
professors said that the monsters were very stupid. I was sure
the monster wasn’t waiting for me. I got out of the pit and started
on my way back to the camp.

And suddenly I heard the sound of a gun. I stopped and
listened, but there was nothing more. For a moment I was
shocked at the thought of some sudden danger. So I hurried
back home as fast as possible. _

I was tired out, so I couldn’t run very fast. At last I reached
the places, which I knew. I shouted the names of my friends but
no answer came back to me. I ran faster. Finally I reached the
camp but the gate was open. I ran in. My friends disappeared,
and near the fireplace there was blood.

I was so shocked that for a time I nearly lost my reason'. I
ran all round the empty camp, calling for my friends. No an-
swer came back. The horrible thought came: “I will never see
them again. I will be left alone in that dreadful place. I will

‘never return into the world below. I will live and die in that night-

mare country.” I realized that without my friends I was like a
child in the dark, helpless and powerless. I did not know which
way to turn or what to do first.

Some hours passed and I tried to discover what had hap-
pened to my friends. I was sure that somebody had attacked
them. I heard only one gun shot. It showed that it had been all
over in.a moment?. The blankets of Challenger and of Sum-
merlee near the fire showed that they had been asleep at the
time. Qur guns, cameras were in the right places but no food

' I nearly lost my reason — s eiBa He JIMILIWJICS paccyaKa
2 it had been all over in a moment — Bce 3aKOHYHW/I0Ch MTHOBEHHO
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was left. They were animals, then, and not natives, who had
made the attack.

- But what happened to my friends? Did a monster kill
them? There was a pool of blood. The monster that followed
me during the night could carry away a person as easily as a cat
could carry a mouse.

Suddenly a thought came to me. I was not alone in the
world. Down at the bottom of the cliff was Zambo. I went to
the edge of the plateau. Zambo was sitting near the fire in his
little camp. But a second man was sitting in front of him. He
was an Indian. I shouted loudly and Zambo looked up and
climbed the rock. In a short time he was standing close to me
and listening to the story, which I told him.

“Devil got them, Mister,” he said. “You got into the devil’s
country and he will take you all to himself. Take my advice, Mis-
ter Malone, and come down quick, else he will get you as well.”

“How can I come down, Zambo?”

“Send for ropes, Mister Malone.”

“Who can I send, and where?”

“Send to Indian villages. There is an Indian down below.
He is one of our Indians. Other ones beat him and took away
his money. He came back to us. Ready now to take letter, bring
rope — anything.”

A letter! Why not? Perhaps he will bring help; and the news
can reach our friends at home. I had two finished letters. The
Indian could take them to the world. I told Zambo to come
again in the evening, and I spent my lonely day writing down
my own adventures the night before. I threw the papersto Zam-
bo in the evening, and also all English money I had.

&%

Chapter Eight

I Shall Never Forget It

In the evening sun I watched an Indian until he disap-
peared. It was quite dark when I came to the camp. Now I felt
happier. Our names would not die with our bodies.

But I couldn’t fall asleep for a long time. I didn’t feel safe
so I made three fires and then fell into a heavy sleep. What a
nice awakening I had in the morning! A hand touched my arm.
1 jumped up. In the cold grey light I saw Lord John Roxton.

But he looked different. Now his face was white and covered
with blood. His eyes were wild, his clothes were dirty, and his
hat was gone. I looked at him in surprise, but he gave me no
chance for questions.

“Quick, young boy!” he cried. “Get our guns, both of them.
Now, some food. That’s all right! Quick, or we are done!”

I didn’t understand anything. In a moment we were run-
ning through the wood. Suddenly he fell on the ground and

pulled me down.
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“What is going on?” I asked. “Where are the professors?
Who is hunting us?”

“The ape-men,” he cried. “My God, what creatures! Speak
in a low voice, because they have long ears and sharp eyes. I
don’t think they can smell us out because they have no power
of smell. Where have you been, young boy?”

In a few sentences I told him about my night adventure.

“Oh dear!” said he, when he had heard of the dinosaur
and the pit. “It isn’t quite the place for holidays.”

“What happened in the camp?” I asked.

“Early in the morning we were sleeping peacefully. Sud-
denly it rained apes'. They came down as thick as apples out of
a tree. I call them apes, but they carried sticks and stones in
their hands. They talked to each other. They are cleverer than
any creature that I have seen in my life. When I shot one of
them, they carried him off. Then they sat around us. I saw death
in their faces. They were big creatures, as big as a man and much
stronger. Curious glassy grey eyes they have, under red eyebrows,
and they just sat and looked carefully at us. Challenger is no
chicken?, but even he was frightened.”

“Well, what did they do?”

“I thought it was the end of us. Suddenly they all started
talking together. Then one of them came up to Challenger.
You’ll smile, young boy. This old ape-man — he was their
chief — looked like Challenger. He had short body, big shoul-
ders, no neck, a great red beard, large eyebrows, and the “What
do you want, damn you!’* look. Summerlee laughed till he
cried. The ape-men laughed too. Then they took us and car-
ried through the forest. Soon we were in their town near the
cliffs. There were about a thousand houses. There we lay under

''it rained apes — 06€e3bsiHBI MOCHINMANKMC KaK M3 Beapa

2 chicken — 34. Tpyc

3 ‘What do you want, damn you!” — «Yro TeGe Hano, uept nodepu!»
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the tree, while a great ape-man stood near us with a thick
stick in his hand. When I say ‘we’ I mean Summerlee and
myself.

“Old Challenger was up in the tree. He was eating fruit
and having the time of his life. Well, now, young boy, I’ll tell
you what will surprise you. You say you think there are people
here. Well, we have seen the natives. Poor devils they were!'

“1 think one side of this plateau is theirs but this part of the
plateau is ape-men’s side. There is bloody war between them
all the time. That’s the situation, as I can see it. Well, yesterday
the ape-men caught about ten natives.”

Lord Roxton went on with his story.

“Of course, as you said, they watched us from the begin-
ning. You remember the great bamboos where we found the skel-
eton of the American? Well, that is just under the ape-town, and
that’s the jumping-off place of their prisoners. I think there are
hundreds of skeletons there. The ape-men have a parade ground
in their town. They have a special ceremony there. One by one
they push the poor prisoners down and see if the prisoners are
broken to pieces or if they get the bamboos through them’.

“In the morning the ape-men came to the edge of the cliff.
They pushed four of the Indians, and the bamboos went through
them like knives through butter. It was horrible — but it was
exciting too. '

“Then we realized that we would be the next. It was time
for us to escape. But I had to do everything myself, because
Summerlee was weak and Challenger not much better. Besides,
they still thought about science! They were having disputes all
the time!® Were the ape-men a kind of dryopithecus of Javaora
kind of pithecanthropus? Madness, I call it!

" Poor devils they were! — Kakumu xe XanTKuMH OHH ObUIH!

2if the prisoners are broken to pieces or if they get the bamboos through

them — pa306bIOTCS 1M IIEHHUKH WIW HAanopioTcs Ha 6aMOyK

} They were having disputes all the time! — OHu MocTOSHHO criopunu!
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“Well, I learnt some good things about the ape-men. They
can’t run as fast as we can. They have short legs and heavy
podies. They knew nothing about guns...

Then I ran away early this morning, got you and the guns,
and here we are.”

“But the professors!” I cried.

“Well, I couldn’t bring them with me. Challenger was up
the tree, and Summerlee was too weak for the escape. I had to
get the guns. Of course, ape-men can kill them. I don’t think
they would touch Challenger, but I am not sure about Sum-
merlee. Now we must go back and save them.”

We went in silence until we came to the cliff near the old
camp. There we stopped, and Lord John told me his plan.

“When we are in the wood, ape-men are our masters,” he
said. “They can see us but we cannot see them. But in the open’
it is different. There we can move faster. So we must keep our-
selves to the open. The edge of the plateau has fewer trees. So
that’s our way. Go slowly; keep your eyes open and your gun
ready. Above all, never let them get you prisoner — that’s my
last word to you, young boy.” '

The woods were full of the ape-men. Again and again we
heard their voices. We hid among the bushes and walked very
carefully. It took us about two hours to get to the ape-men
town.

“Come!” said Lord John. “Come quick! I hope we are not
too late already!”

I shall never forget it — so impossible it was! It was a wide,
open place ¢overed with green grass. There were a lot of small
houses. They were built of branches. I could see ape-mothers
with their babies.

Near the edge of the cliff, there were those red-haired crea-
tures, many of them of great size, and all of them horrible to

'in the open — Ha OTKPBITOH MECTHOCTH
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look on'. They were standing in a line. A small group of Indians
were standing in front of them. The Indians were little people
and their skins looked like polished bronze in the strong sun-
light. A tall, thin white man was standing among them. That
was Professor Summerlee.

Around this group of prisoners were some ape-men, who
watched them. Near the edge of the cliff, there were two funny
figures. One of them was our Professor Challenger. His shirt
was dirty, he had lost his hat, and his hair was flying wildly. Close
to him stood the king of the ape-men. They looked very much
alike. The same short figure, the same heavy shoulders, the same
long arms, the same hairy chest. He was an absurd parody of
the Professor.

A drama was in progress. Two of the ape-men took one of
the Indians out of the group and brought him to the edge of the
cliff. The king gave a signal. They caught the man by his leg
and arm, and threw him down the cliff. As he disappeared, the
ape-men ran up to the cliff. There was a long pause of absolute
silence. A mad cry followed! They jumped and clapped their
long, hairy hands.

Summerlee was the next. Two ape-men caught him by the
hands, Challenger turned to the king and asked to save his friend’s
life. But the ape-man just shook his head and it was his last move-
ment. Lord John’s gun fired, and the king fell down on the ground.

“Shoot, son, shoot!” cried my companion.

You know, I’m not aggressive by nature. But now I jumped
on my feet and fired my gun again and again. Both guards were
shot dead and Summerlee was walking about. He couldn’t re-
alize that he was free. The ape-men were running about in hor-
ror. They couldn’t understand where this storm of death was
coming from. They all ran to the trees.

' all of them horrible to look on — Bce oHu 6e3 HcKTIOYEHUS OBUTH
OTBPaTHTENbHbI
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Challenger took Summerlee by the arm, and they both
ran towards us. Summerlee was at the end of his strength.' He
could hardly walk. Challenger and I took Summerlee, one at
each side. Lord John fired his gun again and again. We could
see the ape-men’s heads looking at us out of the bushes. For a
mile or more they followed us. But finally they learned our
power?. When we reached the camp, we looked back and found
ourselves alone. _

But we were mistaken. When we closed our gates, we heard
somebody coming up and then a gentle crying from outside.
Lord Roxton opened the gate and there, on the ground, lay the
little red figures of the four Indians. One of them got up and
pointed to the woods. He tried to explain that they were full of
danger. He threw his arms round Lord John’s legs.

“Oh dear!” cried Lord John, “What should we do with these
people?”

“We must help them,” said Summerlee. “I think we should
take them home, but we don’t know the way.”

“There is no difficulty about that,” said I. “They live in
the caves on the other side of the central lake.”

That moment, from the dark of the woods we heard a far-
away cry of the ape-men. The Indians got very frightened.

“We must move, and move quick!” said Lord John. “You help
Summerlee, young boy. The Indians will carry our food, cameras
and everything. Now, come along before they can see us.”

Deep in the wood we found a hiding place. All day we heard
the cries of the ape-men, but none of them came our way, and
we had a long; deep sleep.

! Summerlee was at the end of his strength. — ¥ Cammepnn 3akaHun-
BAITHCH CHJIHL.
? they learned our power — oHU yOeIUIMCh B HallIeM IMPEBOCXOJICTBE



Cbapteer‘ne

Those Were
the Great Victories

We thought that the ape-men knew nothing of our hiding-
place, but we were wrong. I shall never be nearer death than [
was that morning.

We woke tired out. Summerlee was very weak. It was diffi-
cult for him even to stand but he was full of courage. We decided
to have our breakfast first, and then make our way across the
plateau and round the central lake to the Indian caves. We hoped
that the Indians would give us a warm welcome.

Then, we would think of our return. Even Challenger was
sure that our mission was finished and we had to carry our dis-
coveries to the civilization.

The Indians were small people, fit, active, and well-built,
with straight black hair. Their faces were hairless, well formed,
and good-humored. They pointed to each other and repeated
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the word “Accala” many times. So we decided that it was the
name of their people. From time to time, when their faces went
white with fear and hatred, they pointed their hands at the wood
and cried: “Doda! Doda!” It was their word for the ape-men.

“What do you think of them, Challenger?” asked Lord
John. “The young man is a chief among them, isn’t he?”

The young man was the youngest, but he looked very proud
and when Challenger touched his head, he moved away from
the Professor with a quick look of his dark eyes. Then he said
the word “Maretas” some times.

Then Professor Challenger took the nearest Indian by the
shoulder and started to lecture on him. “We must place these
natives higher than many South American tribes. We can’t ex-
plain the evolution of such a race in this place. But it is clear
that all of them couldn’t develop on the plateau.”

“Then where did they come from?” asked Lord John.

“I am sure that we will discuss the question in Europe and
America,” the Professor answered. “In this unusual country
old types of animals live in company with newer ones. So we
find such modern creatures as the tapir, the great deer and the
reptilian forms of Jurassic type. And now come the ape-men
and the Indians. I believe they came from outside. Perhaps,
there existed ape-men in South America. A long time ago they
found the way to this place, and developed into these terrible
creatures. As to the Indians, I think they are later immigrants.
But we don’t know what made them come up here. When they
met dreadful creatures, living in this country, they hid in the
caves. Now they have endless fights with them. That’s why there
are not many of them.”

When the lecture was over I found that one Indian had left
our hiding place.

“He has gone to bring some water,” said Lord Roxton.

“To the old camp?” I asked.

“No, to the river. It’s among the trees there.”
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“I’ll go and look after him,” said I.

I was making my way through the bushes, when I saw some-
thing red. When I came up to it, I found the dead body of the
Indian. I gave a cry to warn my friends, and ran towards the
body. The next moment, out of the thick green leaves two long
muscular arms covered with reddish hair came out. I jumped
backwards, but quick as I was', those hands were quicker. One
hand caught the back of my neck and the other got my face. I
looked up and saw a frightful face with cold light blue eyes.

- There was something hypnotic in those terrible eyes. The next
moment the huge paw coved my face and little silvery bells
sounded in my ears. Far off I heard the sound of a gun.

I woke up in our hiding place.

“You are safe, young boy,” said Lord Roxton. “When I
heard your cry I ran forward. But when I saw your head in its
paws, I thought it was too late. The ape-man dropped you and
was quickly off.”

It was clear now that the ape-men knew our hiding place.
So the sooner we got away from their neighbourhood, the better.

It was in the early afternoon that we started on our journey.
The young chief was our guide. Behind him came the two In-
dians. Then we walked with our guns ready. As we started, we
heard a sudden chorus of the ape-men. Looking back we saw
only the trees, but that long cry told us how many of our ene-
mies hid among the trees. They didn’t follow us. Soon we got
into more open country.

In the late afternoon we reached the lake and our native
friends cried happily. Over the glassy water there was a great
flotilla of canoes. They were coming straight for the shore. Ina
moment a cry of happiness came from the people in them. They
flew across the water, took their boats on the sand and ran up to
us. Finally one of them, an old man, with a bracelet of shiny

! but quick as I was — kakuM Obl OBICTPBIM 51 HU OB
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glass and a skin of some beautiful yellow-coloured animal over
his shoulders, ran forward and kissed the young man. He looked
at us and asked some questions. Then he kissed each of us. Then
all natives fell with their faces down. I felt uncomfortable, and
I read the same feeling in the faces of Roxton and Summerlee,
but Challenger looked like a flower in the sun'.

The Indians were ready for the battle. Every man carried
his spear and arrows. Their dark, angry looks at the woods, and
the word “Doda,” made it clear that this was a rescue party.
The young man was the old chief’s son.

In the evening they sat in a circle and had a council. Two
or three natives spoke, and finally our young friend spoke. He
used gestures and we could understand it all clearly.

“What is the use of returning home?” he said. “Sooner or
later we’ll have to do it. I have returned safe but there is no
safety for any of us. We are armed now and ready.” Then he
pointed to us. “These strange men are our friends. They are
great fighters, and they hate the ape-men as we do. They com-
mand,” here he pointed up to the sky, “the thunder and the
lightning. When shall we have such a chance again? Let us go
forward, and either die now or live for the future in safety®!”

The red men listened to him very carefully. When he fin-
ished, the old chief came to us, and asked us some questions.
He was pointing to the woods. Lord John made a sign to wait
for an answer. Then he turned to us.

“Well, what are you going to do?” said he; “I will go with
the Indians. What do you say, young boy?”

“Of course I will come.”

“And you, Challenger?”

“Iwill.”

! Challenger looked like a flower in the sun — YeieHxep pacisen
? either die now or live for the future in safety — 1100 MBI yMpeM,
TU60 3aBOIOEM CTTIOKOMHYIO JKM3Hb
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“And you, Summerlee?”

“If you are all going, I hardly see how I can not.”

“Then we are ready,” said Lord John, and he nodded and
touched his gun.

It was too late for a start that night, so the Indians made a
camp. On all sides their fires began to smoke. Some Indians
disappeared into the jungle and came back with a young iguan-
odon before them. When they killed the reptile, we understood
that these great creatures were their domestic animals. In a few
minutes great pieces of meat were cooking over a dozen fires.

_ Summerlee fell asleep on the sand, but we decided to have

a walk near the lake. We wanted to learn something more of
this strange country. Twice we found pits of blue clay that for
some reason excited Lord John. Challenger got very interested
in a geyser, where some strange gas formed great bubbles.

“QGas, lighter than the air. The resources of Professor Chal-
lenger are not limited, my young friend. I’ll show you how a
great mind puts all Nature to its use'.” He smiled at us with
some secret purpose, but would say no more.

There was nothing interesting for me on the shore. Our
noises frightened all living creatures away. But it was different
out on the water. It was full of strange life. Great black backs
came up, and then down into the water. The sand banks were
filled with ugly huge turtles, strange crocodiles, and one great
flat creature like a moving carpet of black shiny leather. Here
and there high snake heads went out of the water, rising and
falling in graceful, swan-like movements. One of these crea-
tures appeared on the sand bank a few hundred yards away and
we could see its ball-like body behind the long snake neck.

“Plesiosaurus! A fresh-water plesiosaurus!” cried Summer-
lee. “We are the happiest zoologists!”

' a great mind puts all Nature to its use — BeauKMii yM 3acTaBisieT
[1pupony cnyXuth cebe
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Early in the morning we started on our expedition. Often
in my dreams I wanted to be a war correspondent. But I have
never imagined it would be such a war!

At night many natives joined us. There were four or five
hundred of us when we started in the morning. A small group
went first, and behind them in a column we made our way up.
Near the forest we divided into spearmen and bowmen.

We didn’t have to wait long for our enemy. A wild cry came
from the wood and the ape-men ran out with sticks and stones.
It was a foolish move, because the ape-men were slow of foot.
The Indians were as active as cats. It was horrible to see the
dreadful creatures with open mouths and shiny red eyes. They
were running at their enemies, while arrow after arrow buried
itself in their bodies'.

But we were not so lucky when we came among the trees.
The ape-men jumped out from the trees so quickly that the In-
dians often didn’t have time to spear them. One of the ape-men
broke Summerlee’s gun into pieces and was going to attack Pro-
fessor again. An Indian speared him into the heart. Other ape-
men in the trees above us dropped down stones and wood.

Our guns were a great help to the natives. Then came the
panic. Screaming wildly, the great creatures ran away in the
wood. The natives cried in their wild voices and followed their
enemies. '

The ape-men were too slow to escape from the Indians,
and from every side of the woods we heard their cries.

“It’s over,” said Lord John. “I think we can leave the tidy-
ing up to the Indians. Perhaps the less we see of it, the better we
shall sleep.”

When we were walking through the woods, we found the
dead bodies of the ape-men.

! while arrow after arrow buried itself in their bodies — B TO BpeMs Kak
CTpeJTbl BOH3a/MCh B HUX OJIHA 32 APYTOH
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All the males were killed. The ape-town was destroyed,
the females and the young were driven away, and the long war
reached its bloody end.

For us the victory was very important. We visited our camp
and talked with Zambo.

“Go away, Misters, go away!” he cried. “The devil will get
you if you stay up there.” _ :

“It is the voice of a clever one!” said Summerlee. “We have
had adventures enough. From now on you should use all your
energy to get us out of this horrible country and back to civili-

zation.”

Chapter 1én

Escape

The victory over the ape-men was very important to us. We
became the masters of the plateau. We were like gods for the
Indians. As far as we could understand' their language, there
was a tunnel down the cliffs. That was the way the ape-men,
the Indians and Maple White with his friend reached the pla-
teau. But the year before there was an earthquake, and a part of
the tunnel fell in.

We returned with the Indians to their city and made our
camp at the foot of their cliffs. The Indians were friendly but
we had our guns ready.

We visited their caves, which were most wonderful places.
We couldn’t understand if the caves were made by man or by
Nature. The openings were about eighty feet above the ground.
And a large animal couldn’t climb the long stone stairs that led

! As far as we could understand — HackoyibKo Mbl MOIJIM NOHATH
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to the caves. Inside they were warm and dry with grey walls
decorated with many pictures of different animals.

We knew the huge iguanodons were kept as domestic ani-
mals and we decided that man was the master of the plateau.

Soon we discovered that it was not so.
' The tragedy happened on the third day. Challenger and
Summerlee went together to the lake where some of the natives
were fishing. Lord John and I had stayed in our camp, while a
number of the Indians were busy with their everyday business'.
Suddenly there was a loud cry. We heard the word “Stoa” and
saw men, women and children running wildly for their homes.

We looked up and saw the Indians waving their arms and
asking us to come up to their caves, We took our guns and ran
out to see what the danger could be.

Suddenly from the nearest trees there came a group of
twelve or fifteen Indians, running for their lives?, and after them
two dreadful monsters. They were the monsters that came to
our camp and frightened me on my night journey. They looked
like horrible toads. They had ugly fish-like skins and moved in
great jumps, but in size they were bigger than the largest ele-
phant. We had never before seen them in the daylight. We stood
shocked.

We had little time to watch them, because in a moment they
got some Indians and killed them. The Indians were helpless.

We fired our guns but it had no effect on the monsters. They
were reptiles and didn’t care for pain®. But the noise of our guns
slowed them and we had a little time to reach the stone steps
leading to the caves.

When the two monsters reached the stairs, a rain of arrows
came from every cave. In a minute they were feathered with

' everyday business — roBceiHeBHEIe Jena

2 running for their lives — 6eryuimx u3o Bcex cui

3 didn’t care for pain — He o6pauiany BHUMaHUE Ha O0Nb
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them, but they didn’t feel any pain and went on climbing the
stairs. But at last the poison worked. One of the monsters gave
a deep cry and dropped to the ground. Then the other followed
it. With cries of triumph the Indians came down from their caves
and had a dance of victory round the dead bodies. That night
they cut up the bodies, but they were not going to eat the meat,
because the poison was still active. The great reptilian hearts
lay there, beating slowly in horrible independent life. It was
only on the third day that' the dreadful things stopped beating.

We spent seven days in the Indian village. We never stopped
thinking about the escape to the outer world. One fact we had
discovered very quickly: the Indians didn’t want to help us. In
every other way they were our friends but when we asked them
for help, we were met by a gentle “no”. They smiled and shook
their heads, and there was the end of it. It was only Maretas,
the chief’s son, who looked sadly at us and told us by his ges-
tures that he wanted to help us. Since their triumph with the
ape-men the Indians looked on us as supermen.

Challenger went walking every morning and returned only
in the evening. One day he led us down to his secret place and
told us about his plans.

It was a small clearing in the center of a palm forest. There
was a geyser there. Near it we saw a large balloon — that was
the dried stomach of a great fish lizard. It took Professor Chal-
lenger about half an hour to fill it with natural gas.

Challenger was like a happy father looking at his first-born
child. Tt was Summerlee who first broke the silence’.

“You don’t mean us to go up in that thing, Challenger?”

“I’d like to see how it works,” said Lord John.

“So you will,” said Challenger. “Well, we cannot climb
down and there is no tunnel. We cannot construct any kind of

" It was only on the third day that — Tonbko Ha TpeTHid IeHb
? broke the silence — Hapy1lWI THIIUHY
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pridge. Once I found some free hydrogen coming from the
geyser. Then I had an idea of a balloon. It took me some time
to find a bag for the gas, but finally I found the solution! I will
demonstrate my balloon.”

Never was our expedition in greater danger.' The balloon
flew up. In a moment Challenger went up after it. I had just
time to throw my arms round his body. So I flew up into the air
too. Lord John got my legs, but I felt that he also was coming
off the ground. For a moment I imagined the four of us flying
like sausages over the plateau. Then we heard a sharp crack,
and we fell on the ground. When we got up, we saw our balloon
far away in the deep blue sky.

I tried to write down all events as they happened. Now I
am finishing my story from the old camp in company with Zam-
bo. We came down in a most unexpected way.

It was in the evening of our risky adventure with Challenger’s
balloon. I told you that the young boy was the only person who
wanted to help us. That evening he came down to.our little camp.
Suddenly he gave me a small piece of bark, and pointed up at the
caves. Then he put his finger to his lips as a sign of secrecy®.

I took the bark and we examined it together. It looked like
a puzzle.

“My God!” Lord John cried. “I believe I’ve got it. See here!
How many marks are on that paper? Eighteen. There are eigh-
teen cave openings above us!” _

“He pointed up to the caves when he gave it to me,” said I.

“Well, this is-a plan of the caves. What! Eighteen of them,
some short, some deep, some branching. It’s a map, and here’s a
cross on it. What’s the cross for? I think it shows the deepest.”

“Or one that goes through,” I cried.

' Never was our expedition in greater danger. — Huxoraa eie Hawia

- Y Va0 VXS TN 47 ;
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? as a sign of secrecy — B 3HaK MOJYaHUs
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“I believe our young friend is right,” said Challenger. “If
the cave does not go through, I do not understand why the boy
has drawn it. But if it does go through and comes out, we will
have about a hundred feet way down'.”

“Well, our rope is still more than a hundred feet long,” 1
cried. “Surely we could get down.”

“How about the Indians in the cave?” Summerlee asked.

“There are no Indians in any of the caves above our heads,”
said I. “They don’t use those caves for living. Let’s go up
there now!”

We made our way up to the cave that was marked in the
drawing. It was a beautiful dry tunnel. The grey walls were
covered with native symbols. There was white sand on the floor.
We went on and on until we came to a wall. There was no es-
cape for us there.

“Never mind, my friends,” said Challenger. “You have still
my promise of a balloon.” _

“Not a word about the balloon! Can we be in the wrong
cave?” I asked.

“No,” said Lord John, with his finger on the plan. “Seven-
teenth from the right and second from the left. This is the right
cave.”

I looked at the mark to which his finger pointed, and I gave
a sudden cry.

“I think I've got it! Follow me! Follow me! Look, it is
marked as a forked cave?, and in the darkness we didn’t see it.”

We went about thirty yards and a great black opening ap-
peared in the wall. We turned into it and came into a much
larger corridor. We went our way and suddenly, in the black

' we will have about a hundred feet way down — Ham Hano Gyner
CIIYCTHUTbCH NMpUMepHO Ha 30 MeTpOB BHU3
? a forked cave — a cave that has one end divided into two or more
parts
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darkness in front of us we saw a dark red light. No sound, no
warmth, no movement came from it, but still the great light
was ahead.

“The moon!” cried Lord John. “We are through, boys! We
are through!'”

The full moon shone down on us. It was a small opening,
not larger than a window. As we looked down, we could see

_ that the way down was not very difficult. We understood that

with the help of our rope we could find our way down. Then we
returned to our camp.

We had to do everything quickly and secretly. We couldn’t
take everything we had, but Challenger had something that he
wanted to take with him. When the darkness fell, we got our
things up. Then we looked back and took one last long look at
that strange land, our dreamland, a land where we had done
much, suffered much, and learned much — ourland, as we shall
ever call it. When we were looking back, a call of some wild
animal rang clear out of the darkness. It was the very voice of
Maple White Land saying us good-bye. We turned and came
into the cave that led to the outer world.

Two hours later, we were at the foot of the cliff. In the early
morning we reached it and saw about ten fires, not just one.
There were twenty Indians who came to save us. The next day
we began our way back to the Amazon.

And so I finish my story. Our eyes have seen great wonders
and each of us has become better in his own way. My dear Mr.
McArdle, I hope very soon to shake you by the hand.

®

' We are through! — Mu1 BeITH!



Chapter Eleven
A Procession!
A Procession!

We couldn’t imagine that we were so popular in Europe.
On our way to England we started to get radio messages. They
wanted to pay a lot of money for a short report about our expe-
dition. But we decided to give no information to the Press be-
fore the meeting at the Zoological Institute.

And now I’m going to tell you about the last exciting mo-
ment of our adventure. I mean the meeting at the Zoological
Institute. In front of me there is a newspaper report. I'll give
you a chance to read it:

THE NEW WORLD
GREAT MEETING AT THE QUEEN’S HALL
WHAT WAS IT?
DEMONSTRATION IN REGENT STREET
(SPECIAL)
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“The meeting at the Zoological Institute was held last
night. It has become a red letter date' in the history of Science.
Last year the Institute sent an expedition to South America.
They had to test Professor Challenger’s words about the exist-
ence of prehistoric life. The meeting was a sensation. Nobody
will forget it.

“The Great Hall were full that night. About five thousand
people came to see the travellers. At last they appeared and took
their places in the front of a platform. In the Hall you could see
the faces of famous scientists from all over the world.

“I’m not going to describe the heroes because their photo-
graphs are in all newspapers. When the audience took their seats,
the Chairman addressed the meeting. He said: ‘Professor Sum-
merlee is going to tell us about the results. I know that the expe-
dition was very successful. Fortunately the age of romance is not
dead. Now the wildest imagination met the scientific results.’

“Professor Summerlee told the audience how it all began.
He also said some nice and hearty words? about Challenger.
Then he described their way from the Amazon to the base of
the cliffs. It was very difficult to find the way up the plateau.
The fall of their bridge was a real tragedy. Then the Professor
described the horrors and the wonders of the Lost World. He
told of the wonderful animal and plant life. The audience was
very interested in the larger extinct animals. The Professor read
a long list of their names. He and his companions saw about
twenty creatures.

“He told about a snake, the skin of which, deep purple in
colour, was fifty-one feet long. Professor told about a white crea-
ture which gave bright phosphorescence in the darkness; also a
large black butterfly, the bite of which was deadly poisonous.

' It has become a red letter date — DTo cTay0 3HAYUTEILHBIM

COOBITHEM

* hearty words — cepneuHble C10Ba
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The plateau was very rich in prehistoric forms of early Jurassic
times. He also told about the gigantic stegosaurus (Malone had
met the monster at a drinking-place near the lake); the iguan-
odon and the pterodactyl (two of the first of the wonders, which
they had met); the terrible meet-eating dinosaurs (which had
hunted them); about the huge and dreadful bird, the phorora-
chus, and the great deer which still lives there. But the myste-
ries of the central lake were unbelievable! The Professor de-
scribed the monstrous three-eyed fish-lizards and the huge
water snakes, which live in this mysterious lake.

“Next he told about the Indians, and the colony of ape-
men. Finally he described the genius but very dangerous in-
vention of Professor Challenger. Finally he told about their way
back to civilization.

“Some people thought that that was the end of the meeting.
But suddenly Dr. James Illingworth stood up. First Dr. Illing-
worth thanked Professor Challenger and Professor Summer-
lee. But then he asked for the proofs. Some photographs. But
they may be fakes. What more? A story of a quick escape by
ropes. It was exciting, but it proves nothing. The audience heard
that Lord John Roxton had the skull of a phororachus. Can the
audience have a look at it?

“It is difficult to describe that chaos. A large part of the
audience was shouting. Suddenly Professor Challenger was on
his feet:

‘I think you can remember, that the same foolish scenes
happened at the last meeting. Now I’m going to show you some
proofs. As Professor Summerlee explained, the ape-men de-
stroyed our cameras. We couldn’t bring a lot of luggage with us
but we have Professor Summerlee’s collections of butterflies
and insects. There are many new species. Was it not a proof?’
(Several voices, ‘No.”) “‘Who said no?’

“Dr. Illingworth (rising): ‘We think that you could make
such a collection in any place.’
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“Professor Challenger: ‘I can show you a picture of ptero-
dactyl taken from life... ’

“Dr. Illingworth: ‘No picture.’

“Professor Challenger: ‘You would like to see the prehis-
toric thing with your own eyes?’

“Dr. Illingworth: “Yes, Sir.’

“Professor Challenger: ‘And then you will believe it?’

“Dr. lllingworth (laughing): ‘You are right, sir.’

“It was the sensation! Professor Challenger gave a signal
and at once Mr. Malone stood up and went to the back of the
platform. A moment later two men carried in a large box. Fi-
nally they put it in front of the Professor. All sound stopped.
Professor Challenger opened the box. He looked down into the
box and said, ‘Come, then, pretty, pretty!’ in a sweet voice. A
moment later, a most horrible creature appeared from it and
sat on the box. Nobody noticed the fall of the Duke of Durham
into the orchestra... The face of the creature was like the wild-
est dream. It was horrible, with two small red eyes. Its long half-
opened beak was full of shark-like teeth. It was the devil of our
childhood! Someone cried, two ladies fell from their chairs. For
a moment there was danger of a general panic.

“Professor Challenger tried to quiet the audience, but his
movement frightened the creature. The strange shawl round its
shoulders suddenly spread. It was a pair of leathery wings. The
Professor tried to catch it by its legs, but it was too late. The
monster was flying slowly round the Hall with a dry, leathery
sound of its wings. A dreadful smell filled the hall. The cries of
the people Trightened the creature. Faster and faster it flew. It
got afraid and was beating against the walls and lamps. It was
trying to escape. ‘The window! Shut that window!” cried the
Professor. But it was too late! In a moment the creature, like a
huge butterfly, came to the open window and was gone.

“Then — oh! How can I describe what happened then —
everyone was on his feet. Everyone was moving and shouting.
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‘Up with them! up with them!” cried a hundred voices. In a
moment the four travellers were above the crowd. ‘Regent
Street! Regent Street!” cried the voices. The audience left the
Hall, carrying the four on their shoulders. Qut in the street a
hundred thousand people were waiting. ‘A procession! A pro-
cession!’ was the cry. The whole central traffic of London was
stopped. Finally, the four travellers were near Lord John Rox-
ton’s house. It was one of the most wonderful evenings!”

Some words about the London pterodactyl. Two women
~ saw it sitting on the roof of the Great Hall. The creature stayed

there like a statue for some hours. The next day a newspaper

article told about an officer. He had left his post, and was sent
to prison. He said that he had dropped his gun and left his post
because he suddenly saw the devil between him and the moon.
The judges didn’t believe the poor. There is one more report.
The captain of the “Start Point”, an American ship, reported
that when they had just left the port something between' a fly-
ing goat and a monstrous bat was flying very quickly southwest.
The scientists believe that somewhere in the waters of the At-
lantic the last European pterodactyl found its end.

And Gladys — oh, my Gladys! — Gladys of the mystic lake!
Let me tell it in a few words. No letter or telegram waited for
me, and I went to her house at my first night in England. Was
she dead or alive? Where were all my dreams of the open arms,
the smiling face, her sweet words for me? I ran down the gar-
den, knocked at the door, heard the voice of Gladys inside, and
ran into the sitting-room. She was sitting in the armchair.

“Gladys!” I cried, “Gladys!”

Her face was new to me.

“What do you mean?” she said.

“Gladys!” I cried. “What is the matter? You are my Gla-
dys, are you not — little Gladys Hungerton?”

' something between — HeuTo cpenHee Mexmy
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“No,” said she, “I am Gladys Potts. Let me introduce you
to my husband.”

How absurd life is! I said “How do you do?” to a little red-
haired man.

“You didn’t get my letter at Para, then?” she asked.

“No, I got no letter.”

“Qh, what a pity! Well, I told William all about you,” said
she. “We have no secrets. I am so sorry about it. But I think
your feeling was not so deep. You left me and went to the other
end of the world. You’re not angry with me, are you?”

“No, no, not at all. I think I’'ll go.”

I had already left the room but suddenly I came up to that
little man.

“Will you answer a question?” I asked. “How did you do
it? Have you found hidden treasure, or discovered a pole, or
flown the Channel, or what? Where is the romance? How did
you get it?” :

He looked at me with a hopeless little face.

“Well, just one question,” I cried. “What are you? What is
your profession?”

“I am a clerk,” said he. “Second man at Johnson and
Merivale’s, 41 Chancery Lane.”

“Good-night!” said I, and came out, with hatred and
laughter.

One more episode. Last night we all met at Lord John
Roxton’s house, and sitting together we talked our adventures
over. It was strange to see the old, well-known faces in the old

English house. After supper Lord John Roxton had something
to say to us. From a cupboard he took an old cigar-box and put
it on the table.

“There’s one thing,” said he, “that I would like to tell you.
Can you remember the day we found the lake of pterodactyls?
Well, something in that place seemed strange to me. It was blue
clay.”
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The Professors nodded.

“Well, in the whole world I remembered only one place
where you could find blue clay. That was the great Diamond
Mine of Kimberley — what? So I risked my life and one night [
spent with a spade in my hand among pterodactyls. This is what
Igot.”

He opened his cigar-box, and we could see about twenty
or thirty stones. They were of different sizes — from the size of
beans to that of eggs.

“I brought them back, and on the first day in England I
consulted about its price. It is minimum of two hundred thou-
sand pounds. Of course they belong to all of us. Well, Chal-
lenger, what will you do with your fifty thousand?”

“I would like to found a private museum.”

“And you, Summerlee?”

“I would retire from teaching.”

“I’ll start a new expedition,” said Lord John Roxton, “to
having another look at the dear old plateau. As to you, young
boy, you will spend your money in getting married, won’t you?”

“Not just yet,” said I. “I think, I would go with you.”
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The Adventure
of the Speckled Band

Helen Stoner Tells Her Story

I studied the methods of my friend Sherlock Holmes dur-
ing the last eight years and I was sure that he did his work for
the love of his art — not for the love of money. Many cases were
tragic, some were comic, some mysterious, but they were never
ordinary. Of all cases this one was the most exciting.

It all began in those early days when I was living at Sher-
lock Holmes’s flat in Baker Street in London.

It was early in April in the year 1883. I woke one morning
and saw Sherlock Holmes standing, fully dressed, near my bed.
He was a late riser and as the clock showed me that it was only
a quarter past seven, I looked at him in some surprise.

“Very sorry to wake you up, Watson,” said he.

“What is it ... a fire?”
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“No, a client. I think this young lady has arrived too excited.
She is waiting now in the sitting room. Now, when young ladies
walk around London at this early hour, and knock sleepy peo-
ple up out of their beds, I think that it is something very impor-
tant which they have to tell. It is going to be a very interesting
case! Would you like to come and listen to what she has got to
say.”

“My dear friend, I’ll be down in a minute.”

When I came into the sitting room, I saw a lady dressed in
black standing by the window.

“Good-morning, madam,” said Holmes. “My name is
Sherlock Holmes. This is my true friend Dr. Watson. So, you
can speak as freely as before myself' I can see that you are very
cold. Move close to the fire and I'll ask to bring you a cup of
hot coffee.”

“I am not cold,” said the woman in a low voice.

“What, then?”

“I’m afraid! Afraid to death"’ She looked very tired and
unhappy, and her face was very white. She had frightened eyes,
like those of some hunted animal. She was a young woman of
about thirty, but her hair was grey.

“Don’t be afraid of anything in my house, just tell us every-
thing you have got,” said Sherlock Holmes. “We will help you.
You have come by train this morning, I see.”

“You know me, then?”

“No, but I noticed the second half of a return ticket in your
hand when you took off your glove. You started your way early
in the morning.”

The lady looked at Holms surprisingly.

“Whatever your reasons are, you are absolutely right,” said
she. “I started from home before six. Sir, I shall go mad if I get no

' you can speak as freely as before myself — B MOXeTe TOBOPHUTE
COBEPLIEHHO OTKPOBEHHO.
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help. I have heard of you, Mr. Holmes from Mrs. Farintosh,
whom you helped a lot. It was from her that I had your address.
Oh, sir, do you not think that you could help me, too? Can you
explain some mysteries to me? Now I can’t pay you but in a month
or six weeks I shall be married, and will have my own money.”

Holmes turned to his desk and opened it and looked
through some papers.

“Farintosh,” said he. “Ah yes, I can remember her case. |
think it was before your time, Watson. I can only say, madam,
that I shall be happy to do my beat to help you as I did to your
friend. As for paying, you can do at the time, which you choose.
And now tell us your story.”

“Oh dear!” answered our visitor, “the very horror of my
situation is that I have no facts to tell you. Nothing that will be
of any help to you. I'm afraid you can think that I am just a
nervous woman... But I have heard, Mr. Holmes, that you can
see deeply into the human heart. You may advise me how to
walk among the dangers around me.”

“Tell me all you know, madam.”

“My name is Helen Stoner, and I am living with my step-
father. He is the last member of one of the oldest Saxon fami-
lies in England, the Roylotts of Stoke Moran.”

“I know the name,” said Holmes.

“The family was one of the richest in England but in the
last century the family lost all their power. When my stepfather
was born they had no money. Now nothing is left, only a small
piece of land and an old house. When my stepfather was young
he became a doctor, because he had to work. He went to India
and worked there successfully. But one day a tragedy happened.
Somebody got into his house and stole many things. My step-
father got so angry that beat his servant to death'. My stepfa-
ther spent many years in prison and returned to England an

' beat his servant to death — 3a6us cBO€ro cayry 10 cMepTH
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unhappy and angry man. When Dr. Roylott was in India he
married my mother, Mrs. Stoner. Her husband — my father
was dead at that time. My sister Julia and I were twins, and we
were only two years old at the time of my mother’s second mar-
riage. After our return to England my mother died and left all
her money to Dr. Roylott, our stepfather. He decided no to
work any more and took us to live with him in the old country
house. My mother ordered that when we got married he should
give each of us money each year. _

“But a terrible change came over our stepfather about this
time. Instead of making friends with our neighbours, he shut
himself up in his house and seldom came out. But when he did,
he became very angry and violent. At last he became the terror
of the village. ,

“Now he is more and more violent, and sometimes has
fights with the people from the village. Everybody is afraid of
him now, and they run away when they see him. His only friends
are gypsies. My stepfather loves them and they can do what-
ever they want in our house.

“And he also loves Indian animals. His friend sends them
to him from India. Now he has a cheetah and a baboon, which
walk freely in our garden.

“You can imagine from what I say that my poor sister Julia
and I had very unhappy lives. No servant stayed with us, and for a
long time we did all the work in the house. She was thirty at the
time of her death, and her hair was already grey, like my hair now.”

“Your sister is dead, then?”

“She died two years ago, and that’s why I’'m here. Two years
ago at Christmas time we were staying at our aunt’s in London.
There Julia met a young man who asked to marry her. My step-
father agreed. But two weeks before the wedding day a tragedy
happened.”

Sherlock Holmes was listening with his eyes closed but now
he opened them and looked at Helen.
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“Please tell us everything about her death in detail,” said he.

“It is easy for me to do so, because I can remember it all
very well. It was a terrible time. But first I’d like to tell you about
our house. You can live only in one part of it, because it is very
old and not comfortable. Our bedrooms are on the ground floor,
the first is Dr. Roylott’s bedroom, the second is my sister’s,
and the third is my bedroom. The rooms all have windows into
the garden and their doors open into the corridor. Do you un-
derstand me?”

“Yes, madam.” '
“That terrible night Dr. Roylott went to his room early.

Later we went to our bedrooms but suddenly my sister came
into my room. She couldn’t get to sleep because of the smell of
the strong Indian cigars. My stepfather liked to smoke them.
At eleven o’clock she left me, but she stopped at the door and
looked back.

“Tell me, Helen,’ said she, ‘have you ever heard a whistle
at night?’

‘Never,’ said 1.

‘It is strange, but about three in the morning, I hear a low
whistle. I am a light sleeper' and it always wakes me. I cannot
tell where it comes from, perhaps from the next room.’

‘Gypsies?’

She smiled back at me, closed my door, and a few mo-
ments later I heard her key turn in the lock.”

“Why did you lock your doors at night?” said Holmes.

“Qur stepfather kept a cheetah and a baboon. We were
afraid of them and of gypsies.”

“Please go on.” .
“I could not sleep that night. It was a wild stormy night.

The wind was blowing hard. Suddenly I heard the wild scream
of a terrified woman. I knew that it was my sister’s voice. I

"'T am a light sleeper — S 04eHb 4yTKO CTUTIO
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jumped from my bed, and ran into the corridor. When I opened
my door I think I heard a low whistle, and a few moments later
the sound of falling metal.

“I ran to my sister’s door. By the light of the corridor-lamp
I saw my sister appear, her face white with terror, her hands ask-
ing for help. I ran to her, but at that moment she fell to the ground.
She was in terrible pain. She was crying: ‘Help me, Helen! I am
dying!’ and then ‘Oh, my God! Helen! It was the band! The speck-
led band!” She wanted to say something else, but she couldn’t,
only pointed her finger to the stepfathers’ room. I called loudly
for my stepfather, and he ran out of his room to help her. But we
could do nothing. Such was the terrible end of my dear sister.”

“One moment,” said Holmes, “are you sure about this
whistle and metallic sound?”

“I think I heard it, but the night was so stormy... Perhaps |
made a mistake.”

“Was your sister dressed?”

“No, she was in her night-dress. In her rlght hand there
was found a match.”

“It means that she tried to look about her. That is impor-
tant. And what did the police find?”

“They tried but they couldn’t understand why my sister
had died. Nobody could get into her room and they didn’t find
any poison in her body.” '

“What do you think this unfortunate lady died of, then?”

“I think that she died of fear and nervous shock. What
frightened her? I cannot imagine.”

“Were there gypsies in the house?”

“Yes, they are always there.”

“Ah, and what is ‘speckled band’?”

“Perhaps she meant some band of people — gypsies. Per-
haps she was talking about those bands which gypsies wear
round their heads.”

Holmes shook his head.
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“Please go on your story.”

“That was two years ago and I have been very lonely with-
out my sister. A month ago a dear friend asked me to marry me.
We are going to get married soon. Two days ago my stepfather
asked me to move into my sister’s room. He wanted to mend
the bedroom wall and I had to sleep in my sister’s bed.

“Can you imagine my terror when last night I suddenly heard
the same low whistle? I jumped up and lit the lamp, but saw no-
thing. I was too afraid to go to bed again, so I dressed and ran out
of the house and came to London to ask for your help.”

“This is a very deep business.!” said my friend. “But we
must act as quickly as possible. Can we look at all these rooms
if we go to your house today, Miss Stoner? But your stepfather
must not know.”

“He is meeting some important people in London today,
so he is out all day long.”

“Excellent. You will come with me, Watson?”

“Thank you, sir.”

Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson
Visit the House

“And what do you think of it all, Watson?” asked Sherlock
Holmes when Helen Stoner left the room.

“Dark, mysterious and frightening. What about low whis-
tles and strange words of her dying sister?”

“If you think about the whistles at night and a band of gyp-
sies who are friends to her stepfather, you will understand that
we have every reason to believe? that the doctor doesn’t want
his stepdaughter’s marriage.”

! This is a very deep business. — 3To oueHb CI0XHOE 1EJ10.
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“But what, then, did the gypsies do?”

“I don’t know. We cannot give answer to many questions,
that’s why we are going to visit the doctor’s house today. What’s
that noise?”

Our door suddenly opened and a tall man came in.

“Which of you is Holmes?” he asked.

“My name, sir,” said my friend.

“I am Dr. Grimesby Roylott of Stoke Moran.”

“Will you sit down, Doctor?” said Holmes.

“I know that my stepdaughter has been here. What did she
tell you?”

“It is a little cold for the time of the year,” said Holmes.

“What did she tell you?” cried the doctor angrily.

“The flowers are starting to grow,” said Holmes.

“I know you, Holmes trouble-maker! You try to look like a
policeman and to work like a policeman, but you are just a
trouble-maker!”

My friend smiled.

“When you go out close the door, there is a strong wind
outdoors.”

“I will go when I have finished. It’s better for you to leave
me alone. Remember I am a dangerous man!”

He left the room quickly.

“We mustn’t be late. Now I see that Miss Stoner is in great
danger. And now, Watson, we shall have breakfast, and then 1
try to find out more about this man.”

It was nearly one o’clock when Sherlock Holmes came
back.

“I have seen the will of his wife,” said he. “Our dangerous
friend needs the girls’ money, because he has only 750 pounds
a year from his dead wife. If the girls marry, they will ask for
their money and he will have too little of it. And now the doc-
tor knows that we are interested in him. So if you are ready, we
are leaving for Stoke Moran. Don’t forget to take your gun with

94

* The Adventure of the Speckled Band *

you, Watson. And the toothbrush — we are going to stay there
for the night.”

When we got to Stoke Moran, Miss Stoner met us and
showed the house. The building was made of grey stone. One
part of it was nearly ruined but the other was much better. Helen
showed us the three bedrooms.

“Everything is OK with your bedroom, Miss Stoner! It
doesn’t need any mending, as I can see,” said Holmes.

“I think my stepfather wanted me to move into my sister’s
room. It was his plan,” said Helen.

“It sounds possible,” said Holmes and looked at the win-
dows carefully. “When you lock the windows, can anybody get
inside from the garden?”

“No.”

Holmes went into Julia’s room and watched it. There was
a table, two chairs and a bed there.

“Why is that bell-rope there, over the bed?” he asked.

“It goes into the servant’s room. They put it here two years
ago. But we never had servants here.”

Holmes came up to the bell-rope and pulled it.

“But it doesn’t work! This is very interesting! Look There is
an air-vent near it! Isn’t it strange too? Why have you got an air-
vent that goes into another room, and not outside, Miss Stoner?”

“Very strange!” said Helen. “The bell-rope that doesn’t
ring, and a ventilator that does not ventilate.”

We all went to the doctor’s bedroom. There was not much
furniture thete. But Holmes looked at it very carefully. There
was a bed, a found table, a comfortable arm-chair, and a big
metal safe near the wall.

“What’s in here?” he asked, touching the safe.

“My stepfather’s business papers.”

“Oh! you have seen inside, then?” .

“Only once, some years ago. | remember that it was full of
papers.”
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“There isn’t a cat in it, for example?”

“No. What a strange idea!”

“Well, look at this!” He pointed at a small plate of milk on
the top of the safe.

“No; we don’t keep a cat. But there is a cheetah and a ba-
boon but they don’t drink from such small plates.”

“Now, Miss Stoner,” said Holmes. “I see that your life is
in danger. It is very important and you must follow my ad-
vice. Tonight my friend Watson and I spend the night in your
room.”

Both Miss Stoner and I looked at him in surprise.

“Yes, we must. Let me explain. We will take a room in
the village hotel. When your stepfather goes to bed, turn on
the lamp in your sister’s room as a signal to us. Then go to
your bedroom and don’t forget to leave the windows open.
We’ll get into your sisters’ room and wait for the sound of
falling metal and the whistle. I think we won’t wait for a long
time.”

“Oh, Mr. Holmes, now I see that you know how my sister
died. Tell me how it happened. Do you know?”

“I'must get some more information but I think that [ know.
Now be brave and good-bye. Remember, if you do what I tell
you, Miss Stoner, you will be out of danger for ever.”

Holmes and I went to the village and took a room in a small
hotel. From our window we could see the house well. Holmes
said to me:

“It is going to be dangerous there, Watson. Doctor is an
angry and clever man.”

“My dear friend, if I can be of help, I will come with you.”

“Thank you, Watson. I’ll really need your help. Did you
see the bell-rope and air-vent in the room? It means there is a
hole between two bedrooms. I knew about it from the very be-
ginning. Do you remember Helen told us about the smell of
Dr. Roylott’s cigarettes?”
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“There is an air-vent between the bedrooms, there is a bell-
rope that doesn’t work and there is a lady who is in danger. 1
still cannot see...”

“What is more, the lady’s bed is fixed to the floor!. It stays
there, near the bell-rope and under the air-vent.”

“Holmes!” I cried. “I begin to understand! We must stop
him!”

Terrible Death

All was dark at the house. We were watching the windows
and then suddenly we saw bright light.

“That is our signal,” said Holmes. “It comes from the right
window.”

We left the hotel and went to the house. We walked quietly
through the garden, and climbed into the bedroom through the
open window.

When we were in Julia’s bedroom, we closed the window
and looked around the room. It looked just the same as before.
Holmes said in a low voice, “We must make no noise.” I showed
him that T had heard. “We must sit without a light. He could
see it through the air-vent.”

I took out my pistol and put it on the corner of the table.

Holmes brought a long thin stick with him and put it near
him — with a box of matches. Then he turned off the light and
we were left in darkness’.

How shall I ever forget those terrible hours?

I could not hear anything but I knew Holmes sat near, with
open eyes, listening and watching.

' the lady’s bed is fixed to the floor — kpoBaTh NMpUKpeneHa K Moy
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97



» The Stories about Sherlock Holmes -

From outside we heard the cry of a night bird, and far away
the church clock striking every quarter of an hour. Twelve
o’clock — one — two and three, and still we sat waiting silently.

Suddenly there was a light showing through the air-vent.
There was a sound of movement, and then another very small
sound. Holmes jumped up from the bed, struck a match, and
beat wildly with his stick.

“You see it, Watson?” he called. “You see it?”

I saw nothing. I heard a low whistle. But I could see that
Holmes’s face was white with terror.

I came up to the lamp and turned it on. Holmes looked at
the air-vent. Suddenly there was the most terrible cry I have
ever heard.

Then the house was silent again.

“What does it mean?” I asked.

“It means that it is all over,” Holmes answered. “Take your
pistol. We must go into Dr Roylott’s room.”

We took the lamp and came into the doctor’s room. There
was a lamp on the table. The iron safe was open. The doctor sat
on a chair. His head was up and his eyes were fixed on the air-
vent. Round his head there was a yellow band with brown spots.
He did not move as we came in the room. He was dead.

“The band! The speckled band!” said Holmes in a low voice.

I took a step forward. At once the band moved, and I saw it
was a snake.

The snake moved and began to turn its head.

“It’s a very dangerous Indian snake. Its poison can kill any-
body. Roylott died quickly. We must put the snake back in the
safe.” Very, very carefully, Holmes took the snake and threw it
into the metal safe and quickly closed it.

These are the true facts of the death of Dr. Grimesby
Roylott.

We went to Miss Stoner and told her everything. There was
no danger for her but the next day she left for her aunt who
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lived in Harrow. We called the police and they decided that the
doctor met his death playing with his dangerous pet.

On our way back to London, I asked Holmes how he
learned about the snake.

“At first, Watson, I thought that it was gypsies. But the dan-
ger couldn’t get into the room through the window or the door.
So I understood that the danger was in the ventilator and the
bell rope — something came through the ventilator and down
the rope. When I saw the milk I understood that it was a snake.
It was easy for the doctor to get Indian animals. Of course, he
knew that it was very difficult to find this snake’s poison in the
dead body. This clever and cruel man used his Indian know-
ledge to kill. He taught the snake to obey the whistle and return
to its master. It was easy to put it through the ventilator. It
climbed down the rope on the bed, and it bit the person there
as soon as he or she moved. He kept the snake in the metal safe.
The sound of falling metal was the door of the safe. Perhaps the
snake came through the air-vent many times before it killed
Julia. Helen, too, nearly dies because of this snake. But tonight
when I beat the snake with his stick, it got afraid and went back
through the air-vent. So I think I killed the doctor, but I can’t
say that I am sorry about it!” said Holmes.
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Uncle Elias’s Story

It is not easy to choose one of Sherlock Holmes’s cases to tell
you because they all are interesting or strange or mysterious. There
is one of his last cases, which was so interesting in its details and
surprising in its results that I’'m going to tell you the story now.

It was the end of September 1887. My wife was visiting her
aunt, so | was staying with my friend Sherlock Holmes in Baker
Street. The weather was terrible that day. All the day the wind
was blowing hard and it was raining heavily outside. Sherlock
Holmes and Dr. Watson were spending a quiet evening together.

“Was that the door bell?” I asked. “Who can this be? Some
friend of yours, perhaps?”

“No, I'm sure. If he comes on business in this weather, it’s
very important. Come in!” said Holmes.

A good-looking young man came in. He was wet, tired and
worried.
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“You have come far?'” asked Holmes.

“Yes, from Horsham. I have come for advice.”

“You get it easily.” ‘

“And help.”

“Ah — that is not always so easy.”

“I have heard of you, Mr. Holmes, and a friend has sent
me to you. He says that you know everything...”

“He said too much. Well, sit down and tell me, if you can,
all I need to know.”

The young man sat down, and put his wet feet near the fire.

“My name is John Openshaw. I think it is better to be-
gin my story from some facts of my family. My father, Joseph,
had a brother, Elias, who went to live in America when he -
was young. He became a planter in Florida and at the time
of war he fought in Jackson’s army. He didn’t like the black
Americans, but during the Civil War he fought against the
men from the North, and with those from the South. When
the war was over he returned to his plantation for three or
four years. But the South lost the war, and there was equali-
ty for black people. About 1869 or 1870 he came back to
England with a lot of money and bought a comfortable house
near Horsham.

“He had no family and was a strange, unhappy man. He
didn’t want any friends and he often drank a lot. But he was
kind to me and when | was twelve, I came to live with him.
When I was sixteen, I was quite a master of the house. I kept all
the keys and could go where I liked and do what I liked.

But there was one room in the house which was always
locked. Nobody could go there. Sometimes I looked through
the keyhole and could see nothing but old boxes’.

' You have come far? — Bpl npyexanu uznaneka?
2 could see nothing but old boxes — He B1ae] HHYETO, KPOME CTAPBIX
SILIUKOB
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“One day Uncle Elias got a letter from the town of Pon-
dicherry in India. ‘Pondicherry stamp! What can this be? I have
no friends there,’ he said and opened the letter. Out there
jumped five little dried orange pips. They fell on his plate. I
began to laugh at this and stopped suddenly because 1 saw my
uncle’s white face. ‘K.K.K.!” he cried. ‘Oh my God, my God,
they have found me!” ‘What is it, uncle?’ I cried. ‘Death,’ he
said and ran upstairs.

“I'looked at the envelope. It had three Ks on its back. There
was no letter inside. Who sent it? And why was my uncle so
frightened?

“Ileft the breakfast table. When I was going upstairs, I met
my uncle coming down. He had a large key in one hand, and a
small black box in the other.

‘They may do what they like, but I will win in the end,’ he
said angrily. ‘Tell Mary’ — she was his servant — ‘that I want
her to light a fire in my room today, and send for Fordham, my
lawyer.’ '

“When Fordham arrived, they both went up to uncle’s bed-
room. They spent there a lot of time and at last asked me to
come in. The fire was burning brightly, and all around it there
was black burnt paper. The small box with three Ks on it was
open and there was nothing inside.

‘John,” my uncle said, ‘T know that I’'m going to die soon.
My brother, your father, will have all my money and my
house after my death, and you will have it when he dies. I
hope you can enjoy it. If you find you cannot, take my ad-
vice and leave everything to your worst enemy. I don’t know

what is going to happen... I’m afraid that my money brings

death with it.’

“I couldn’t understand what he meant, but [ felt the dan-
ger. Surprisingly, nothing dangerous happened for a few weeks.
Nothing happened to change our lives and we lived our usual
quiet life. But I saw a change in my uncle. He started to drink a
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lot and every day he shut himself away in his room, he didn’t
want to see anyone. One day he drank too much and ran wildly
out of the house. He was running about the garden with a gun
in his hand, shouting out that he was afraid of no man. Then,
suddenly frightened, he ran back into the house, and into his
room, locking himself in again.

“One night 1 heard a cry. I got up out of my bed and ran to
my uncle’s room. The door was open, the room was empty.

“In the morning we found him at the far end of the garden,
face downwards', in a very small lake. He was dead. The police
said he killed himselfbut I knew he was afraid to die, so I didn’t
think it was true.”

Holmes stopped the young man for a minute.

“One moment,” he said. “When did your uncle get a letter
from India and when did he die?”

“The letter arrived on March 10, 1883. He died seven weeks
later, upon the night of May 2nd.”

“Thank you. Please, go on.”

“After my uncle’s death, my father moved into the house.
Of course I asked him to look carefully at the locked room but
we didn’t find anything important. All we found was the small
box. It was empty, and had a piece of paper with three Ks and
the words ‘Letters and Receipts’ written on it.”

Five More Pips

“So we lived in the uncle’s house. On the fourth day after
the New Year I heard my father’s cry of surprise when we were
sitting at the breakfast-table. I looked at him and saw five orange
pips in his hand and an open letter.

' face downwards — TU1LIOM BHU3
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“He always laughed at my story of Elias and the five orange
pips, but now he looked puzzled and even frightened.

‘What does it mean, John?’ he said in a low voice. His face
was white.

‘Look! There’s K. K. K. on the letter,” he said. We were afraid.

‘So the letter says. Here are the letters K. K. K. It also tells
me to leave the papers in the garden. What papers?’

“The papers in the Uncle Elias’s box. But he burnt them!”

“Well, where does the letter come from? From Dundee in
Scotland,’ he said. “Why do they write to me about papers?’
said my father.

“You must tell the police.’

‘No, they will laugh at me. Let’s forget about it.’

“Three days later my father went to see his friend who lived
some miles away. I thought he would be safer away from home.
But I was wrong.

“On the second day I got a letter from his friend asking me
to come at once. The police said that my father was walking
home in the dark when he fell down a hill. He was badly hurt
and died soon after. They decided it was an accident, but I didn’t
agree. -

“But I was sure it was not. I thought it was a murder, and I
couldn’t forget the five orange pips and the strange letters to
my uncle and my father.

“Now I was the one to own the house. I have lived alone in
that house for nearly three years now. Then yesterday I got this.”

“The young man showed us the letter with K.K.K. on it
and five small orange pips inside.

“You see? It comes from London, and it says ‘Leave the
papers in the garden.” Those are the words that were in the letter
to my father.”

“What did you do next?” asked Holmes.

“Nothing,” answered John. “I don’t know what to do. I
am too afraid.”
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“Nothing?” cried Holmes. “Young man, you are in great-
est danger!”

“I have talked to the police,” said Openshaw sadly. “But
they laughed at me. They say there is nothing to worry about.”

“How stupid they are!” cried Holmes. “Why did you come
to me and why did you not come at once? Haven’t you found
anything which can help us?”

“Well, I found this paper in the locked room,” said John
and gave us a small piece of half-burnt paper. It said:

4th. Hudson came. Same old platform.

7th. Set the pips on McCauley, Paramore, and John Swain,
of St. Augustine.

9th. McCauley cleared.

10th. John Swain cleared.

12th. Visited Paramore. All well.

“Thank you,” said Holmes as he gave the paper back to
John. “And now, we haven’t got time even to talk. You must go
home at once and act.”

“What shall I do?”

“There is only one thing to do. You must put this piece of
paper that you’ve shown us into the box. You must also put in a
note to say that your uncle burned all the other papers. Then
leave the box in the garden. Do you understand?”

“Yes, yes.”

“We must first get you out of danger.”

“Thank you,” said John. “I shall do as you say. I shall see
you at Horsham, then?” said John.

“No. Your secret hides in London. It is there that I shall
look forit.”

“Then I shall call on you in a day, or in two days, with news
of the box and papers.” And with those words, John went out
into the dark night, the wind and the rain.
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Some More Deaths

Sherlock Holmes sat for some time in silence and watched
the fire. Then he smoke his pipe and watched the blue smoke-
rings as they came up to the ceiling.

“I think, Watson,” he said at last, “that of all our cases,
this is the most fantastic.”

“Well, yes, John Openshaw is walking among great dan-
gers, and we cannot say what these dangers are. Who is this
K. K. K. and why does he hate this unhappy family?”

Holmes closed his eyes and said slowly: “The ideal rea-
soner' can guess what happens next after he studies just one
episode carefully. He can also guess the result which would fol-
low. He can work in his study but he has to use all the know-
ledge he can get from around. If I remember right, in the early
days of our friendship, you made a document...”

“Yes, it was a wonderful document. Philosophy, astrono-
my, and politics were marked at zero, I remember. Botany — a
little better, geology — rather deep ( you know where each mud-
stain comes from), chemistry — eccentric, anatomy — unsys-

-tematic, sensational literature and crime records? — unique,

violin-player, boxer, lawyer, and smoker. Those, I think, were
the main points.”

Holmes smiled and said:

“Well, I say now, as I said then, that a man should keep in
his head the information he needs every day, but the other
knowledge_he should put away, where he can get it if he wants
it. Now, for this case we should use all our resources. Can you
give me the American Encyclopedia which stands on the shelf

' reasoner — (30.) 4e0BEK, CMOCOOHbII BOCCTAHOBUTD XO/1 COOBITHH,
MOHAThL MPUYMHbI TPOUCXOAALLETO
2 gsensational literature and crime records — yroiosHas 1MTepaTypa 1
cynebHBIE OTHETHI
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over there? First of all we may guess that Elias Openshaw had
some very strong reason for leaving America. Men of his age do
not change their way of life and leave the warm climate of Florida
for the English one. It means that he was afraid of something.
That’s why he lived a lonely life and locked all his doors so careful-
ly. But what was he afraid of? The only things that can help us are
the letters. Now where did those letters come from? Did you see?”

“The first was from Pondicherry, the second from Dun-
dee, and the third from London.”

“Does that tell you anything?”

“They are all sea ports. Probably the writer was on a ship.”

“Very good, my dear Watson. Elias got a letter from Pon-
dicherry in India and seven weeks later he was killed. John’s
father got a letter from Dundee in Scotland and he was killed
only three or four days later. What does that mean?”

“T can’t see, my dear Watson.”

“Well, I think that the letter came by steamship, but a sail-
ing ship (that is much slower) brought the killer.”

“It’s possible,” said I.

“Do you see why I’'m worried now? And now you see the
danger that John Openshaw is in. This letter comes from Lon-
don and it means the killer is in London too.”

“Oh!” cried I. “What can it mean, this endless killing?”

“The papers Elias Openshaw brought with him from Amer-
ica are very important to the killer or killers. I think that there
are two or three people, and they want to get the papers back.
So I think K. K. K. belong to the name of an organization, not
the name of a person...” _

“But of what organization?”

“Have you never...” Sherlock Holmes was talking in a low
voice — “have you never heard of the Ku Klux Klan?”

“I never have.”

Holmes opened the American Encyclopedia and said:
“Here it is:
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Ku. Klux. Klan. It sounds like the rifle getting ready to fire,
This terrible secret organization started in the Southern States
after the Civil War. They didn’t want black Americans to have the
same rights as white Americans. They killed anyone who didn’t
agree with them. To anyone who made them angry, they sent a
warning. It usually was melon or orange pips. From then on he
wasn’t safe anywhere. He was waiting for death. Their way of work-
ing was so good that they were always successful. The American
government couldn’t end the years of terror until 1869.”

“Yes,” said I, “and 1869 was the year before Elias Open-
shaw came to England. He brought all their papers with him in
the black box, so the organization could not go on. Of course
they wanted to get the papers back. The burnt piece of paper we
have seen, with its dates and names of when and to whom the
orange pips were sent, are a great danger to the person who has it.”

Holmes said, “We can do no more tonight. I believe that the
only chance that Openshaw has is to do what I have told him.”

The next morning the sun was shining, and Sherlock
Holmes was at breakfast when I came down to him. 1 sat at the
table and opened the newspaper.

“Holmes!” I cried and read to him:

“Between nine and ten last night a policeman heard a cry
for help near Waterloo Bridge, Then he heard someone fall into
the river. The people tried to help the poor but the night was too
dark. Later the police took a body from the river. A letter found
in his pocket showed that it was a man named Openshaw.”

We sat in silence.

“That hurts me, Watson,” Holmes said at last. “It really
hurts me. That young man came to me for help, and I sent him
away to his death! Now I’'m going to find them, if it’s the last
thing I do!”

He walked up and down the room. Finally he went out of
the house in a hurry and I didn’t see him till evening. When
Holmes came in, he was very tired and hungry but very pleased.
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“Watson! 1 know the names of Openshaw’s enemies! I’'m
going to send them a surprise! It will frighten them!”

“What do you mean?”

He had an orange in his'hand. Holmes took out the pips
and put five of them in a letter. On it he wrote:

Captain James Calhoun Sailing Ship “Lone Star”, Georgia.

“And who is this captain?” I asked.

“He is the leader of these devils. I shall get the others too,
but he is the first. I have spent all the day at the port of London
and studied hundreds of the ship’s papers. Only the ‘Lone Star’
was in the three ports at the right times, and this morning she
left London to sail back to Georgia.There are three Americans
on board, I also found out that all three of them were away from
the ship last night. They are the killers.”

“When they arrive in Georgia, the steamship will be there
and the American police will get the other letter and get them.”

Poor Sherlock Holmes! His plans came to nothing. He
could do nothing about the weather. The winter storms were
worse than ever, so the “Lone Star” never arrived in America.
And the killers of John Openshaw never got the orange pips,
but, in the end, death came to them.

(ie)

The Adventure
of the Beryl Coronet!

New Visitor Tells His Story

“Holmes,” I said looking out of the window down the road,
“here is a madman coming along.”

My friend left his armchair and came up to the window. It
was a bright cold February morning. The snow was shining
brightly in the winter sun. The strange man was coming along
the road. He was about fifty years old and was wearing expen-
sive clothes. He was running in a great hurry and his hands were
moving up and down. He was shaking his head and making mad
faces.

“What on earth is the matter with him?” I asked. “He is
looking up at the number of the houses.”

“Ibelieve he is coming here, my dear Watson,” said Holmes.

" beryl coronet — GepuiuioBas TuaneMa
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“Here?”

“Yes; I think he is coming to consult me professionally. Ha!
Did I not tell you?”

As he spoke, the man ran up to our door and rang the bell,
making a great noise.

A few minutes later he was in the room. He looked so wor-
ried and his face was so white that we were filled with pity. He
was out of breath and for some time he could not speak. Sher-
lock Holmes made him sit down on the chair near the fire.

“Sir, you’ve come to tell me your story, haven’t you?” he
said. “You were in a hurry and have tired yourself. Have a rest
and then I’ll be most happy to look into your problem.”

The man sat for a minute looking down, then he turned
his face to us.

“You think I am mad, don’t you?” he said.

“As far as I can see, you have some great trouble,” answered
Holmes.

“God knows I have!' The trouble is so sudden and terrible.
And it is not I alone. The most noble in the country will have
great problems if I cannot find an answer to this terrible prob-
lem. You are my last hope, Mr. Holmes.”

“Tell me who you are and what your problem is, sir, and I
will try to help you,” said Holmes.

“My name,” answered the visitor, “is Alexander Holder. I
am the head of the Bank of Holder and Stevenson in London.”

The name was well known and we waited for an unusual story.

“I feel that there is no time to lose and that’s why I was in
a hurry on the way here. The police inspector advised me to
come to you. Now when I feel better, I’m going to tell you my
story as short and clear as I can.

“Yesterday morning I was sitting in my office. A bank of-
ficer came to say that a visitor wanted to see me. I was surprised

' God knows I have! — OnHoMy TonbKo 60Ty M3BECTHO!
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to hear the visitor’s name: it was a very famous one, known all
over the world — one of the highest and most noble names in
England. When he came in [ understood that he was in a hurry,
and rather worried.

‘Mr. Holder!” he said. ‘I know that you often lend money to
people. It is most important to have fifty thousand pounds at once.’

‘Can you leave with me something of value' to keep until
you bring the money back?’ I said.

“Yes. Perhaps you have heard of the Beryl Coronet?’

‘One of the most expensive things in the country? Certainly
I have.’ '
“The visitor opened his case. Inside there lay the most beau-
tiful piece of jewellery.

“There are thirty-nine large beryls,” he said. ‘Its price is... |
think it is twice more. So I will leave it with you.’

“I took the coronet in my hands and looked at the man.

‘Ah, you think it is not mine. Well, I would certainly not
do so if I were not sure that I shall be able to ask you for it in
four days’ time, when I am able to repay you the money. All 1
ask is that it be secret, and that you take care of the crown.
There will be great trouble if anything wrong happens to it.’

“I called for his bank officer and ordered him to pay out
fifty thousand pounds to the visitor. When this visitor left the
bank, I looked at the coronet and thought: ‘Why did I agree to
keep it?’ But it was too late to change anything, so I locked it
up in my safe. When the evening came I decided that it was not
clever to leave it at the bank. ‘I’ll carry the coronet in the case
with me for'the next few days,’ I thought. So I went home, car-
rying the Beryl Coronet in the case. When I came home I took
it upstairs and locked it in the desk of my dressing room.

“You know, Mr. Holmes, I am not a married man but in
my house I have my son Arthur and a young girl Mary — my

' something of value — 4To-HMOYIb LIEHHOE
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niece. There are two servants, who don’t sleep in the house,
and three women servants who I believe absolutely. My son is
the only trouble-maker. People tell me I have spoiled him'.
When my wife died he was all I had to love.

“Arthur doesn’t want to work in the bank. He has an easy
life with his rich friends. He enjoys parties and horses and play-
ing cards. His friends are rich, and so he spends more money
than I give him. -

“Sir George Burnwell is one of his friends and he often
comes to our house. He is much older than Arthur, one who
has been everywhere and seen everything. He is a brilliant talker,
and a man of great personal beauty. But I don’t trust him.

“Mary is the daughter of my brother who died five years ago.
She is sweet, loving and beautiful, and as quiet and gentle as a
woman should be. I don’t know what I would do without her. Twice
Arthur asked her to marry him, but twice she said ‘no’ to him.

“Now, Mr. Holmes, you know the people who live under
my roof, and I shall go on with my story.

“When we were having coffee that night after dinner, I told
Arthur and Mary about the Beryl Coronet. “What a day I've
had! I have to look after it until next week. It’s too expensive to
leave at the bank, so I must keep it with me for a few days.’
‘Where have you put it?” asked Arthur. ‘In my dressing room
upstairs, it is locked in the desk.” “Well, I hope thieves won’t get
inside our house at night,” said Arthur. ‘Oh, any old key will
open it. When I was young, I often opened it myself.” When
our dinner was over, Arthur followed me into my room.

‘Look;, father,” he said, ‘can you let me have two hundred
pounds?’

‘No, I can’t,” I answered angrily.

“You have been very kind,’ said Arthur, ‘but I must have
the money, or I won’t be able to meet my friends again.’

' T have spoiled him — 51 u3banoBan ero
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‘I hope you will not!”’

‘All right, but you don’t want me to bring shame on your
name. I must have the money, and if you won’t give it to me, I'll
try to find it.’

“I was very angry because it was the third time during the
month. Arthur left the room and I opened the desk, saw that the
coronet was safe and closed it again. Then 1 started to go round
the house and make sure that every door and every window was
closed. Downstairs [ saw Mary. She was standing near the win-
dow. When I came up to her she quickly closed and locked it.

“Tell me, dad,’ said she, looking a little worried, ‘did you
let Lucy go out tonight?’

‘Certainly not.’

‘She came in just now by the back door. I am sure that she
has been out to see someone, but I think that it is hardly safe
and should be stopped.’

‘You must speak to her in the morning, or I will. Are you
sure that everything is locked?’

‘Quite sure, dad.’

“Then, good-night.’ I kissed her and went up to my bed-
room again, where I was soon asleep.”

Arthur! The Thiefl

“I am not a heavy sleeper and about two o’clock in the
morning I woke up. I was listening with all my ears. Suddenly I
heard a small noise, there were footsteps about in the sitting
room. Quietly I got up and went there.

‘Arthur! You thief! How can you touch the.crown!” My
unhappy son was dressed only in shirt and trousers. He had the
coronet in his hands. When he heard my words, he dropped
the coronet and his face turned white.
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“You have destroyed it! You have brought shame on me
forever! Where are the beryls you have stolen?’

‘Stolen!’ cried Arthur.

“Yes, you thief! My own son is a thief!’

‘But there is nothing missing', beryls cannot be missing.’

‘There are three missing. And you know where they are.
You are a liar as well as a thief! I saw it with my own eyes.’

“You have called me enough bad names. [ won’t say another
word. I’ll leave your house in the morning and you will never
see me again.’

“You will get in the hands of the police!’

“At that time everyone in the house woke up. Mary was the
first to run into the room, and when she saw the crown and
Arthur, she went white and fell on the floor. I sent for the police.
When they arrived, Arthur asked me if I wanted to ask the po-
lice to take him away. But I explained him that the Beryl
Coronet belonged to the country.

‘Let me leave the house for five minutes. It will help both
of us — please believe me.’

‘Then you will run away, or hide what you have stolen. Tell
me what you have done with the beryls and I can save you from
the shame. I have caught you with the coronet.’

“But all I could do then was to let the police take my son
away. The police spent a lot of time looking for stolen beryls
but they found nothing. They were puzzled, and did not know
what to do.

“‘My advice to you, sir,” said the officer, ‘is to go to Mr. Sher-
lock Holmes, who lives in Baker Street. He is a great detective,
and this is the sort of case he.has often helped the police with.’

“You can ask for as much money as you like. My God,
what shall I do! I have lost my honour and my son in one night!
Oh, what shall I do!”

| But there is nothing missing — Bce Ha mecTe, HUYEro He MCUE3T0
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Holmes Asks Questions

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for some minutes watching
the fire.

“Do many friends come to your house?” Holmes asked.

“Very few. They are my partner with his family and a friend
of my son Arthur, Sir George Burnwell. No one else, I think.”

“Well, do you often go out?”

“Arthur does. Mary and I always stay at home.”

“That is not usual for a young girl.”

“She is a quiet girl. Not so very young. She is twenty-four.”

“That night was a shock to her, wasn’t it?”

“Terrible! I think she feels worse than I do.”

“Then you are both sure that your son has stolen the
beryls?” _

“I saw him myself, with the coronet in his hands.”

“God bless you! You are trying hard to help him, and me.
But it is too difficult. What was he doing there? And why didn’t
he make up a lie?' What did the police think about the noise
that woke you?”

“They thought it was the noise of the Arthur’s closing
door.”

“I don’t think so. A thief never makes a noise loud enough
to wake up all the people in the house. The beryls — what are
the police doing about them?”

“They are looking everywhere — under the floors — in the
furniture — hoping to find them in the house.”

“Have they thought of looking outside the house?”

“Yes. In the garden.”

“Now, my dear sir,” said Holmes, “don’t you see that this
case is not so simple as you and the police think? You think

' And why didn’t he make up a lie? — Y nouyeMy oH He npuayMma 4ro-
HUOYAB?
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that your son came down from his bed, went to your dressing
room, found the coronet, broke off a piece of it, then went
somewhere to hide this piece — so cleverly indeed that no one

can find it — and then returned to the room. Do you really

believe it? I’d like to go with you to your house, and see every-
thing with my own eyes.”

Holmes asked me to go with them. I followed them with
great pleasure because I wanted to see Holmes at work. When |
was listening to Mr. Holder, I believed that Arthur had stolen
the beryls. But deep in my heart 1 trusted Sherlock Holmes,
and I was sure there was some hope for the boy, and another
explanation for the missing beryls.

Mr. Holder was glad to have that small hope too.

Holmes Gets Answers

The house where Mr. Holder lived was made of white stone
and rather big. A wide road led to the house, and on the right
side there was a small path, leading from the road to the kitchen
door. The other small path led to the stables. It was winter and
white deep snow covered the big garden.

Holmes walked slowly all round the house again and
again, and then he went down the small kitchen path, and
through the garden to the back of the house. He walked so
long that Mr. Holder and I went into the dining room and
waited for him by the fire. We were sitting there in silence when
the door opened and a young lady came in. She was not very
tall, slim, with dark hair and dark eyes. I don’t think I have
ever seen such a pale white face. Her lips were colourless too
and her eyes were red with crying. She didn’t look at me but
came up to her uncle.

“Have you told them to free Arthur, dad?”
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“No, no, Mary. The police...”

“But I’'m sure he has done nothing. I know it, and I know
you’ll be sorry for it.”

“Why is he silent, then, if he didn’t steal the beryls?”

“Who knows?”

“But I saw him with the coronet in his hand!”

“Oh, but perhaps he just wanted to look at it. It is so terrible
to think of our dear Arthur in prison.”

“Not until they find the beryls. I have brought a gentle-
man from London to look more deeply into the case.”

“This gentleman?” she asked, looking at me.

“No. His friend. He wanted us to leave him alone. He is in
the stable lane' now.”

“What can he hope to find there? Ah! This, I think, is he. |

believe, sir, that you will be able to prove that Arthur hasn’t.

done anything.” .

“I agree with you, young lady and I think that we can prove
it. I believe you must be Miss Mary Holder. May I ask you one
or two questions?”

“Please do, sir, if it may be of any help.”

“You heard nothing yourself last night?”

“Nothing, until my uncle here began to speak loudly. I
heard that and came down.”

“You locked the windows and doors the night before. Did
you lock all the windows?”

“Yes.”

“Were they all locked in the morning?”

“Yes.”

“You have a girl servant who has a sweet-heart? I think that
you told your uncle last night that she went to see him?”

“Yes, and she was the girl who waited in theé drawing-room
and who could hear uncle’s story about the coronet.”

' in the stable lane — Ha n1OpoXKe, BeaylIei K KOHIOIIHE
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“] see. You think that perhaps she went out to tell her sweet-
heart, and that the two had a plan.”

“But what is the good of all these theories,” cried the
banker, “when I told you that I saw Arthur with the coronet in
his hands?”

“Wait a little, Mr. Holder. We must come back to that.
About this girl, Miss Holder. You saw her return by the kitchen
door?”

“Yes; when I went to see if the door was locked for the night
I saw her. I saw the man, too.”

“Do you know him?”

“Oh, yes! he is the green-grocer who brings our vegetables.
His name is Francis Prosper.”

“He stood,” said Holmes, “to the left of the door up the
path.” '

“Yes, he did.”

“And he is a man with a wooden leg?”

They saw something like fear in the young lady’s expres-
sive black eyes. “Why, you are like a magician,” said she. “How
do you know that?” She smiled, but there was no answering
smile in Holmes’s thin face and he said:

“I would like to go upstairs, then to go over the outside of
the house again. But first I'll take a look at the windows on the
ground floor.”

Holmes walked quickly from window to window. He
opened the large one which looked from the hall to the stable
lane. He was watching outside.

“Now let’s go upstairs,” he said at last.

In the banker’s sitting room, he came up to the case where
the crown was. He studied the lock. He opened the case and
took.out the coronet. It was bent and one corner was missing.

“Now, Mr Holder,” said Holmes, “will you try to break off
the other corner of the coronet?”

The banker looked very surprised.
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“I won’t try,” he said.

“Then I will.” Holmes suddenly tried to break the coro-
net, but with no result.

“I feel it move a little,” he said, “but I can’t break it. I
don’t think anyone could.”

“I don’t know what to think. It is all dark to me',” said
Holder.

“Your son had no shoes on when you saw him?”

“He had his trousers and a shirt.”

“Thank you. Well, I think, now I’ll go outside. Stay here
because some extra footprints will make the task more difficult.”

When Sherlock Holmes came back, about an hour later,
his feet were white with snow, but he had nothing much to say.

“I think I have seen now all that there is to see, Mr. Holder.
I’'m going home now.”

“But the beryls, Mr. Holmes. Where are they?”

“I cannot tell.” '

The banker looked very unhappy.

“I shall never see them again!” he cried. “And my son? Can
you give me any hope?” _

“I think he hasn’t done anything.”

“Then what happened in my house last night?”

“If you come to me tomorrow morning I’ll be happy to do
what I can to help you. Are you ready to spend a large sum of
money?”

“Anything to get the beryls back!” .

I was sure that Holmes knew the answer to all Holder’s
questions but what it was — that was a mystery to me. On our
way home I tried to get the answer but Holmes was quiet and
didn’t say a word. When we were back home, he hurried to his
room and was down again in a few minutes dressed like a beg-
gar wearing old dirty clothes.

"It is all dark to me — fI coBepilieHHO HU4YErO HE MOHUMAKD
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I was having my tea when he came back. He looked very
pleased.

“ haven’t finished yet. I’'m going out again in a minute.”

“Where to?”

“Oh, the other side of London. I’ll be back late, so don’t
wait up for me.”

“How are you getting on?' Are you having any luck?” I asked.

“Oh, so-so. I have been to Holder’s house. Now I must
change back to my own clothes.” And off he went again dressed
in his usual way.

[ waited for him up to the midnight and then I went to my
room. In the morning when 1 came down for breakfast in the
morning, there he was with a cup of coffee in one hand and a
newspaper in the other. He was quite fresh and pleased.

The Missing Beryls

In a minute Mr. Holder came into the room. I was shocked
by the change, which had come over him. He looked very ill
and tired out. : -

“T don’t know what I have done to be so tired,” he said.
“Only two days ago I was a happy man without a trouble in the
world. Now I am alone. My son is a thief and he is in prison
and my niece Mary has left me too.”

“Left you?”

“Yes.*Her room was empty in the morning, and there was a
letter for me on the hall table”

He gave the letter to Holmes and he read:

My dearest uncle:

I feel that I have brought trouble on you. Why did I not act
differently? I can’t, with this thought in my mind, stay in your

' How are you getting on? — Kak umyT nena?
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house, so I must leave you forever. Don’t worry about me. I can
look after myself. Please don’t look for me. In life or death I am
your loving,

Mary

“What can she mean?” asked Holder.

“I don’t know, sir, but I think it is very good that she has
gone. Soon your troubles will end.”

“Have you heard something, Mr. Holmes? You have
learned something! Where are the beryls?”

“Are you ready to pay one thousand pounds for each of
them?” Holmes asked quietly.

“I’ve got ten thousand with me.”

“No. Three thousand will do, and I would like the money
now.”

When Holmes got the money, he came up to his desk and
took out a little piece of gold with three beryls in it, and put it
in front of Holder.

“You have it!” he cried. “I am saved! I am saved! Then it
was not Arthur who took them? Then let us hurry to him at
once, and let him know the truth.”

“He knows it. I have told him. He didn’t want to tell me,
so I told him what had happened.”

“What is this mystery, then?”

“First of all, I must tell you something that will hurt you
very much. Your Mary and Sir George Burnwell have run away
together.”

“My Mary? Impossible!”

“It is true. You and your son did not know the true character
of the man. He is one of the most dangerous men in England — a
man without heart. Mary knew nothing of such men. She believed
him when he told her that he loved her. The devil knows what he
told her but she followed all his orders. They met every evening.”

“I cannot believe you, I will not believe it!” cried the banker.
His face was pale.
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“1 will tell you what happened in your house that night.
When you went to bed, Mary came to the hall. She opened the
big window and talked to Sir George Burnwell, who was out-
side. I saw his deep footmarks in the snow, and I am sure he was
there for a long time. She told him about the coronet. He or-
ders her to steal the coronet. Your son Arthur didn’t sleep well
that night, because of his quarrel with you. Then, in the middle
of the night, he heard someone go quietly in the corridor. He
looked out and saw Mary going into your dressing room. He
waited in the dark watching. :

“When Mary came out of the room with the coronet in her
hands, he could hardly believe his eyes. He followed her quiet-
ly. She went downstairs, opened the window, and gave the cor-
onet to someone outside. Then she closed the window and ran
back to her room. At that moment your son was hiding behind
the curtain.

“He loved Mary and he could do no harm to her. But when
she left, he opened the window and jumped into the snow, where
he could see a figure of a man in the moonlight. It was Sir
George Burnwell. He tried to get away but Arthur caught him
and there was a fight between them. Suddenly the coronet broke,
and Arthur had it in his hands. He ran back, closed the window
and went to your dressing room. He was going to put the coro-
net back into your desk when you found him there.”

“Is it possible?” asked Mr. Holder.

“You made him angry. You called him bad names, when
he saved the coronet, and he decided not to tell you the truth.”

“So that was why Mary went white and fell down on the
floor when she saw the coronet! What a fool I am! When Arthur
asked to go out into the garden for five minutes, he wanted to
go and find the missing piece of it.”

‘Holmes said, “When I arrived at the house, I at once went
into the garden, I watched the footprints in the snow. I saw
Arthur’s footmarks without shoes on. I saw the place where they
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had a fight, so I knew I was right. Sir George Burnwell’s foot-
marks went to the end of the lane.”

“But how did you find out that it was Sir George?”

“You told me that you did not have many visitors in your
house. I remembered only Sir George. I knew his name. [ knew
enough of him so at night I went to his house as a beggar, and
asked his servant for some old clothes. What luck! He gave me
some shoes (they were wet) and told me that his master had
thrown them out that day. Then I took the shoes to your house
and found they were the same size as the footmarks in the snow.”

“I saw a beggar in my garden yesterday evening,” said Mr.
Holder.

“It was me. I found that I had my man. So I came home
and changed my clothes. Now, I had to get the beryls back from
him! At first he didn’t want to listen to me. But when he saw
that I knew everything, he took up a heavy stick and wanted to
have a fight with me. I pointed my pistol at him and told that I
could give him a lot of money for the beryls. That’s how I got
them back!

“Then 1 visited your son in the prison, and at last got to
bed at two o’clock in the morning. A really hard day’s work!”

“A day which has saved England from a great public
shame,” said the banker, and he rose from his chair. “Sir, I can’t
find the words to thank you. You are a greater detective than
people have told me. I must go at once to my dear son. As for
Mary, it goes to my very heart, but even you cannot tell me
where she is now.”

“I think that we may say,” said Holmes, “that she is with
Sir George Burnwell. And that, poor girl, is her punishment.”

®

The Crooked Man

Colonel’s Death

One summer night I was sitting near the fire and smoking.
I was very tired after the busy day. Suddenly there was a bell. I
looked at the clock. It was about midnight. Too late for a visi-
tor. I went out into the hall and opened the door.

It was Sherlock Holmes.

“Ah, Watson,” said he, “I hoped that you were not inbed.”

“My dear friend, please, come in.”

“You look surprised, and no wonder! Could you put me up
tonight?'”

“With pleasure.”

“You told me that you had a guest room. I see that you
have no gentleman visitor tonight. Not a hat, not a coat in the
hall.”

“I’1l be happy if you stay.”

" Could you put me up tonight? — Brl MeHsI IpHIOTHTE CErOAHA?
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“Thank you. If you are not going to sleep right now, I’ll
smoke a pipe with you.”

We sat down in the arm-chairs and smoked in silence. I
knew that only a very important business could bring him to
me at such an hour. So I waited. Suddenly Holmes said:

“Now, my dear Watson, I’'m working at a very interesting
case. I'll solve the problem, I am sure. But... Can I ask you for
help? Could you go to Aldershot tomorrow?”

“Certainly,” I answered.

“Then, if you are not too sleepy, I will give you a sketch of
what has happened. And of what we are going to do. Have you
read about murder of Colonel Barclay at Aldershot? I am in-
vestigating the case.'”

“I have heard nothing of it.”

“The facts are only two days old. James Barclay was a brave
and talented commander in India. Many years ago Colonel
Barclay married a young and beautiful woman — Nancy De-
voy. They were a happy family. Nobody heard of any misun-
derstanding between them. But some people say that Colonel
loved his wife more than she loved him. But there was abso-
lutely nothing to prepare people for the tragedy. Usually Colo-
nel Barclay was a kind and pleasant man. Sometimes he be-
came angry and aggressive, sometimes he was sad and silent.
But he was never angry with his wife. When depression came
on him, he spent all his days at home and never stayed in the
dark room.

“Colonel Barclay and his wife lived in a big and nice house.
There is a big garden around it. One side of the house is near
the road. They had few servants and no children. They didn’t
often have visitors at their house.

“Mrs. Barclay was Catholic and she was often busy at the
church meetings. She helped poor people to get clothes and

' T am investigating the case. — fI paccnenyio neno.
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food. Last Monday Mrs. Barclay was in a hurry for the meet-
ing. She had a quick dinner and left home. Then she visited
Miss Morrison, a young lady who lives in the next house. Then
the two ladies went together to their meeting. It lasted forty
minutes. At a quarter-past nine Mrs. Barclay returned home.

“Their sitting-room faces the road and has a large glass
door. The big green lawn is in front of the house. It was into this
room that' Mrs. Barclay came first. Then she asked her servant
to bring a cup of tea there. When the Colonel heard his wife’s
voice, he came to the sitting room. The servant was the last
person who saw the Colonel alive.

“Ten minutes later the tea was ready and the servant was on
her way to the sitting-room. When she came up to the door, she
heard the loud and angry voices of the Colonel and his wife. She
knocked at the door but there was no answer. The servant want-
ed to open the door but it was locked. Naturally she ran down to
tell the cook, and the two women with a man-servant came up
into the hall. They could hear two angry voices — of Barclay and
of his wife. Barclay’s words were quick and quiet. The lady’s words
were clear and loud. “You coward!’ she said again and again. ‘What
can be done now?? What can be done now? Give me back my
life.” Then there was a sudden dreadful man’s cry, a crash, and a
woman’s scream. The man-servant understood that some trage-
dy had happened. The door was locked and he decided to get
into the sitting room from outside — through the glass door.

“It was open. The servant ran inside and saw the lady lying
on the sofa. Her eyes were closed but she was alive. On the floor,
with his legs on the arm-chair, in the pool of blood, there lay
the Colonel. He was dead.

“The servant couldn’t do anything for his master, so he
tried to open the room door. But he couldn’t find the key. So

' It was into this room that — UMeHHO B 2Ty KOMHaTy
> What can be done now? — Yro xe Tenepsb aenars?
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he went out again through the glass window and called a po-
liceman and a doctor. :

“The doctor asked the servants to carry the lady in the bed-
room. She was still unconscious.' Then they put the Colonel’s
body on the sofa and examined it carefully.

“At the back of the Colonel’s head there was a long cut. On
the floor, near the body, was lying a club of hard wood with a
bone handle?. The Colonel had a big collection of weapons.
He brought them from different countries. But that club was
not from his collection. The police found nothing interesting
in the room. They also didn’t find the key — it was gone.

“These are the facts I got on the Tuesday morning when I
came to Aldershot.”

Crooked Man
and Strange Animal

“You can see, dear Watson, that the case is rather interest-
ing, but when I learned the details I realized that it was extra-
ordinary?!

“First I questioned to the servants, but they told me noth-
ing new. Only one servant — Jane Stewart — remembered an
interesting detail. She heard that the lady said the name ‘David’
twice. The colonel’s name, you remember, was James.

“There was one more thing in the case. The servants and
the police were shocked by the colonel’s face. It had the most
dreadful expression of fear and horror! The police had a theory
that the Colonel’ wife had killed him.

I She was still unconscious. — OHa Bce enie Obu1a 6€3 CO3HAHHUS.
2 3 club of hard wood with a bone handle — nyOuHKa M3 TBEpPIOTO IepeBa
C KOCTAHO#M pyuKOit
3 extraordinary — the most unusual
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“But the poor woman couldn’t explain anything. She was
absolutely ill and nearly out of reason'.

“From the police I learned that Miss Morrison said that
she had no idea why Mrs. Barclay got angry with the Colonel.

“I had to smoke some pipes before I could put all the facts
in order. The missing door key! That was the most important
point. It didn’t disappear, somebody had taken it. It means there
was a third person in the room. And that third person came in
through the window. You know my methods, Watson. I exam-
ined the traces on the lawn. Now I know there was a man in the
room. I found his footmarks: one on the road, two on the lawn,
and two near the window. But it was not the man who surprised
me. It was his companion.”

“His companion!” I cried.

Holmes took some cloth out of his pocket.

“What do you make of that?” he asked.

The paper was covered with footmarks of some small ani-
mal. It had long nails on its feet.

“It’s a dog,” said 1.

“Did you ever hear of a dog running up a curtain? I found
its marks on the curtains.”

“A monkey, then?”

“But it is not the print of a monkey.”

“What can it be, then?”

“Neither dog nor cat nor monkey nor any creature that peo-
ple keep as a pet. I think the creature is about two feet long?. May
be it has a tail. The animal has a long body and very short legs.
What a pity | haven’t found any of his hair! And it is a meat-eater.”

“Why do you think so?”

“Because it ran up the curtain. A bird’s cage was in the
window, and it wanted to get the bird.”

' nearly out of reason — Ha rpaHu 6e3ymus
? two feet long — oxoso 60 cM UIMHONM (00uH hym pasen 30,48 cm)
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“Then what was the beast?”

“Ah, that’s the problem.”

“But why is it so important to you, Holmes?”

“I don’t know the answer but I am sure of it. We have learnt
a lot. We know that a man stood in the road. He was looking at
the quarrel between the Barclays. We know, also, that he ran
across the lawn, got into the room, had a strange animal with
him. Then... Did he strike the colonel with his club? Did the
Colonel fall down when he saw the stranger? I don’t know yet.
Finally we have the fact that the man carried away the key.”

“I think your discoveries made the case more difficult, than
it was before,” said 1.

“You are right. But it means that the case is much more
difficult than I thought first. But really, Watson, it is too late.
I’11 tell you my ideas on our way to Aldershot tomorrow.”

“Thank you, my dear friend. But you have stopped at the
most interesting place. Can you tell me some more now?”

“Well, T am sure that when Mrs. Barclay left the house at
half-past seven, she wasn’t angry with her husband at all. The
servants say that she was never angry and always spoke with her
husband in a friendly way. But when she returned home, she went
to the sitting room. It means she didn’t want to see her husband.
She asked for tea. It means she was unhappy. When the Colonel
came into the sitting room, the scandal began. I can see that
something happened between seven-thirty and nine o’clock. She
turned into a different woman — angry and aggressive.

“But Miss Morrison was with the lady all the evening. She
knew something but didn’t want to tell. So I decided to talk to
Miss Morrison. I was sure she knew something and explained
to the young woman that Mrs. Barclay was in great danger. She
is ill and even can’t help herself. '

‘] promised my friend that I would say nothing, and a
promise is a promise,’ said she; ‘but if I can really help her... I
will tell you what happened on Monday evening.
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‘We were returning from the meeting. On our way we had
to pass through Hudson Street. It is a very quiet place. There is
only one lamp in it. When we came up to the lamp, I saw a
man. He was coming to us with his back very bent'. He was
carrying a box. His back was so deformed that we couldn’t see
his face and he could hardly walk. Suddenly he looked at us.
He stopped and screamed in a dreadful voice, ‘My God, it’s
Nancy!” Mrs. Barclay turned as white as death. I was going to
call for the police, but she, to my surprise, spoke to the man.

‘I thought you had been dead this thirty years, Henry,” she
said in a shaking voice.

‘So I have,’ said he. He had a very dark face like in a bad
dream. His hair were grey, and he looked like a very old man.

‘Can you walk on a little way, dear?’ said Mrs. Barclay to
me; ‘I want to have a word with this man. There is nothing to
be afraid of.” She tried to speak quietly, but she was still white
and trembling.

‘I did as she asked me, and they talked together for a few
minutes. She didn’t say a word on our way home. At my door
she took me by the hand and asked me not to tell what had
happened.’ _

‘I have known him for a long time. He has been so un-
lucky!’ said she. I promised her I would say nothing. She kissed
me, and I have never seen her since.’

“As you see, Watson, it was like a light on a dark night. I
had to find the man. But was he still in Aldershot? I spent a day
and by evening — this very evening, Watson, — I found him.
His name is Henry Wood. He has only been five days in the
town. The man is a travelling magician. In the evening he per-
forms in the cafes and restaurants. He carries some strange crea-
ture in his box. He uses it in some of his tricks. Sometimes he
speaks in a strange language and for the last two nights he had

" with his back very bent — cuibHO corHyBLINCE
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been heard crying' in his bedroom. The maid said he paid a
strange coin for the room. It was an Indian rupee?, Watson.

“So now, my dear friend, you know everything. You can
see that after the ladies went home, this man followed them.
He saw the quarrel between husband and wife through the win-
dow. Then he ran into the room and that creature escaped from
the box. That is all very certain.’ But he is the only person in
this world who can tell us exactly what happened in that room.”

“And are you going to ask him?”

“Yes, and I need a witness.”

“But how do you know he’ll be there?”

“I told one of my Baker Street boys to watch him. We shall
find him in Hudson Street tomorrow, Watson. Now, let’s go to

sleep!”

Providence

We came to the town in the afternoon and at once went to
Hudson Street.

“This is the street,” said he at last. A boy ran up to us and
said, “He’s in, Mr. Holmes.”

“Come along, Watson. This is the house.”

In a moment we were face to face with the man. It was a
warm day but he was sitting near the burning fire. The man’s
back was deformed and crooked. His face was worn* and dark,
but it was clear that it was of great beauty long time ago. He
pointed at two chairs.

' he had been heard crying — c/blIanu, Kak OH IUIayeT
2 an Indian rupee — WHOMiICKasA pYNUA (HAYUOHAIbHAA 6aatoma
Huouu)
3 That is all very certain. — Bce 3T0 He BbI3bIBAE€T COMHEHHH.
4 worn — 30. M3MOXIEHHOE
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“Mr. Henry Wood, late of India', I believe,” said Holmes.

“I'want to ask you some questions about Colonel Barclay’s
death.”

“What should I know about that?”

“That’s what I want to find out. I think you know that Mrs.
Barclay will be tried for murder?.”

“Idon’t know who you are,” the man cried, “nor how you
know about me, but will you tell me if it is true?”

“Why, the police are waiting for her to come to her senses’.
Then they will arrest her.”

“She didn’t kill him.”

“Then you did.”

“No, I did not.” _

“Who killed Colonel James Barclay, then?”

“Nobody. It was the just Providence? that killed him. You
want me to tell the story? Well, you see me now with my back
like a camel. But there was a time when Corporal Henry Wood
was handsome. That time we were in India. Barclay was ser-
geant in the same company. The most beautiful girl was Nancy
Devoy. There were two men that loved her. She loved the one
who is sitting in front of you. Well, I had her heart. But her
father wanted her to marry Barclay. He was rich and well-edu-
cated. One day we got into a great trouble. It was a trap. In a
week we ran out of water. We couldn’t fight any more and the
only chance was to get out of siege® and ask for help. I had to do
my best. | talked it over with Sergeant Barclay, because he knew
the country very well. He drew a map for me to follow. At ten
o’clock I started on my journey. In ten minutes I walked into

"late of India — HenaBHO nNpubGHLIBIIMIT U3 UHAKMU
? will be tried for murder — Gyner o6BMHeHa B yOUiicTBe
? waiting for her to come to her senses — xuet, noka oHa npuieT B
CO3HaHUE
4 Providence — npoBuaeHue, cyabba, 3100 poK
3 to get out of siege — BLEIOPaTLCs M3 Ocambl
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our enemies. They were waiting for me. I became their prisoner.
From their words I understood that my friend had betrayed me'.
I tried to get away, but they caught me. They tortured me again
and again. My back and all my bones were broken. [ could hard-
ly learn to walk. Finally I got my chance and escaped. I went
north and found myself in Afghanistan. There I travelled and
learnt the art of travelling magicians. I didn’t want to return to
England. My friends and my family thought I was dead.

“But when you get old, you start thinking about home. I
remembered the bright green fields of England and decided to
see them. I saved some money, and then I came here. I know
what soldiers like and can make enough money for living.”

“Your story is most interesting,” said Sherlock Holmes. “1
have already heard of your meeting with Mrs. Barclay. Then
you followed her home and saw the quarrel through the win-
dow. She told him everything she knew. You ran across the lawn
and ran into the room.”

“I did, sir, and when he saw me, his face turned into the
mask of horror and he fell down. But he was dead before he
fell. I read death on his face.”

“And then?”

“Then Nancy fell unconscious, and I took the door key
from her hand. I wanted to unlock it and get help. But then I
decided to get away. I didn’t want my secret to come out. In a
hurry I put the door key in my pocket and lost my stick. Teddy
ran up the curtain and 1 got him down. When I got him into his
box, I was off as fast as I could run.”

“Who’s Teddy?” asked Holmes. The man opened the box
and we saw a beautiful reddish-brown creature, thin and quick,
with a long, thin nose, and 4 pair of the finest red eyes that ever
I saw in an animal’s head.

“It’s a mongoose,” I cried.

" my friend had betrayed me — Moii Apyr npeaain MeHst
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“Well, some call them that,” said the man. “Snake-catcher
is what I call them, and Teddy is quick on cobras. I have one,
and Teddy catches it every night on the performance.”

“Well, can we come to you again if Mrs. Barclay is in seri-
ous trouble?”

“In that case, of course.”

We left him. When we were walking along the street a
policeman came up to us.

“Ah, Holmes,” he said, “I think you have heard about the
case. It has come to nothing!” “What then?” “The doctors say
he died of heart attack. You see it was a very simple case after
all.” “Oh, yes,” said Holmes, smiling. “Come, Watson, I don’t
think we can return to London.” “There’s one thing,” said | as
we walked down to the station. “The husband’s name was
James, and the other was Henry, why did she say ’David’?” « She
told about David from the Bible!!”

®

' David from the Bible — Gubaeiickuit laBua (coeracho 6ubaeiickoii
aezende, yape Jlaeud, umobr e3ame cebe 6 wcenvt Bupcasuro, nocaan
ee MyxHca-60eHa1atbHUKA HA BEPHYIO CMEPMDb)

A Scandal in Bohemia

Holmes’ Method
and the King’s Mistake

To Sherlock Holmes she was always the Woman. He never
told about her in any other words. Sherlock Holmes didn’t feel
any love for Irene Adler. He didn’t feel love for anybody. He
had too cold and too balanced mind. Sometimes he looked like
a machine. He never spoke of love seriously. But there was one
woman to him, and that woman was Irene Adler.

When I got married, I didn’t see Holmes. My friend Sher-
lock Holmes went on living in his house in Baker Street. The
study of crime — that interested him! Sometimes I heard about
his work and success from the newspapers but I really knew
little of my dear friend.

One night — it was on the 20" of March 1888 — [ was com-
ing home and my way led me through Baker Street. Suddenly I
decided to see Holmes again. From the dark street I could see
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that his windows were bright. I saw his tall figure in one of them.
He was walking around the room quickly, with his head down
and his hands behind him. He was at work again! I rang the bell
and came in.

I couldn’t say he was very happy to see me, but he was
glad, I think. He pointed at the armchair near the fire and at
the box of cigars. Then he stood before the fire and looked at
me carefully, in his own special way.

“You are happy with your wife, Watson, aren’t you?” he
said at last. “I think that you have put on seven and a half
pounds' since I saw you.” '

“Seven!” I answered.

“No, a little more. And you work again, I see. You did not
tell me that you wanted to work.”

“Then, how do you know?”

“Isee it,  deduce it.? How do I know that you got very wet
a day or two ago, and that your servant is not a good one?”

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much. It is true that
[ had a country walk on Thursday. I came home absolutely wet.
But now I am wearing different clothes. How do you deduce
it? As to Mary Jane, my servant... my wife told me many times,
but again I can’t understand how you work it out?.”

He smiled and rubbed his long, nervous hands together.

“It is easy, believe me,” said he, “there are some parallel
cuts on your left shoe. It means that the person who cleaned
the shoes was careless. How did T work out that you started
medical practice? Well, a gentleman walks into my rooms smell-
ing of medicine, with a hidden stethoscope® in his hat. Who is
he? It’s not a difficult question.”

' you have put on seven and a half pounds — BbI nonpasuMch Ha 3,5 Kr
I seeit, I deduce it. — S BUXY 37O, 51 1€/1a10 BHIBOMIBI.
* how you work it out — kak BHI Joranaauce 06 3TOM
*stethoscope — cretockon (Meduyunckuii npubop 018 NPOCAYUUEAHUS
Ae2Kux)
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I smiled because his explanation of his famous process of
deduction was fantastic! “When I listen to you,” I said, “I al-
ways think that it is very easy. And each next time I am always
shocked with the way it works.”

“You are right,” he answered and sat down into an arm-
chair with a cigarette. “You see, but you do not observe.! For
example, you have often seen the steps from the hall to this
room.”

“Very often.”

“How often?”

“Well, some hundreds of times.”

“Then how many are there?”

“How many? I don’t know.”

“You have seen, but you have not observed. They are sev-
enteen! You are interested in these little problems, aren’t you?
I think it will interest you.” He gave me a thick, pink letter. “It
came by the last post,” said he. “Read it aloud.”

It was a letter without a date, a name and an address.

“Tonight somebody will visit you, at a quarter to eight
o’clock,” it said, “a gentleman wants to consult you on a very
secret business. You have helped some important people of royal
families. You have shown that you are a noble man. We hope,
you can help us, too. Get ready to see your visitor wearing a
mask.”

“This is a mystery,” I said. “What do you think it means?”

“] have no idea because I have no facts. What do you de-
duce from it?”

I looked at the writing and the paper on which it was written.

“The man is rich,” I said. “The paper is not cheap. It is very
strong and white. It’s strange paper. I have never seen such paper.”

“It is not English paper at all. Look at it in the light! Can
you see that it was made in Bohemia? I think that a German

' You see, but you do not observe. — Bbl BuauTe, HO He HablonaeTe.
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wrote the letter. The word order is wrong, he put the words in
the German way. Ah, here comes our visitor now.”

“Shall I leave, Holmes?”

“No, no, I need your help. I think we’ll hear something
very interesting,” said Holmes and we heard a strong knock at
the door.

“Come in!” called Holmes.

A tall and strong man came into the room. He looked like
Hercules in rich dress. “For an Englishman his dress is too rich
and too bright,” I thought. Besides, he was wearing a black
mask.

“Have you got my letter?” he asked with a strong German
accent.

”Please, take a seat,” said Holmes. “I’m Sherlock Holmes.
And this is my friend, Dr. Watson. He helps me a lot in my
cases. How can I call you, please?”

“You can call me Count Von Kramm. I come from Bohe-
mia. My case is a secret one and very important. Will you and
your friend keep it in a secret?”

“I will,” we said together.

“A noble and important person from a royal family has sent
me to you. He asks for help. I’'m wearing a mask because no-
body must know about my visit. If you can’t help, there will be
a great scandal in the Bohemian Royal Family.”

“I know, Your Majesty,” said Holmes. He was sitting in his
arm-chair smoking a cigarette.

Our visitor jumped up from his chair. He started to go up
and down the room', then stopped, took off his mask and threw
it on the floor.

“You are right,” he cried, “1 am the King. But how do you
know who I am? Yes, I am the King of Bohemia. 1 have come
to consult you.”

' to go up and down the room — xoauTh B3aa-Brnepen no KOMHaTe
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“Very well. Go on,” said Holmes. He was sitting with his
eyes closed and listening carefully.

“Five years ago I met Irene Adler. I think you know this
name...”

“Let me see!” said Holmes. “Hum! Born in 1858. Famous
singer, very beautiful, lives in London. Your Majesty, as I un-
derstand, loved her and wrote her some letters. Now you want
to get them back.”

“You are right. But how..”

“Did you marry here secretly?”

(14 NO. »”

“I think, you can always say that you didn’t write those
letters, if she shows them.”

“But my writing...”

“Copied."”

“My paper.”

“Stolen.”

“My photograph.”

“Bought.”

“We were both in the photograph.”

“Oh, dear!? That is very bad! That was a mistake, Your
Majesty.”

“I was madly in love, I was so young... But now I must get
it back.”

“Did you try to buy it?”

“She will not sell.”

“Did you try to steal it?”

“We triéd five times. But my men didn’t find it.”

Holmes laughed. “It is a very nice problem. What is she
going to do with the photo?”-said he.

' Copied. — 30. Ilonnenan (u daaree stolen, bought — npuuacmus
npowedwe20 gpemenu — YKpaJieHa, KyTieHa).
2 Oh, dear! — Boxe Moit!
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“You know, when I left Irene Adler, she was very angry with
me. Now she has a chance to ruin me. Soon I am going to marry
Clotilde Lothman. She is the second daughter of the King of
Scandinavia. This marriage is very important because we are from
the most important royal families in Europe. If Clotilde knows
about Irene and me, that will be a great scandal.”

“And Irene Adler?”

“She says she will send the photograph to Clotilde’s fami-
ly. 1 am afraid she will keep her promise. We must find the pho-
to before she sends it! We have three days yet.'”

“Oh, T am sure that we will find,” said Holmes with a yawn.
“Your Majesty will, of course, stay in London?”

“Certainly. You will find me at the Langham Hotel under
the name of Count Von Kramm.”

“Then I’ll write to you to tell you what happens. And her
address?” Holmes asked.

“Is Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s Wood.”

“Then, good-night, Your Majesty,” said Holmes. The King
left and Holmes turned to me “Good-night, Watson. Please,
come back tomorrow at 3 o’clock in the afternoon.”

Secret Marriage

At 3 o’clock I was at Baker Street, but Holmes was not at
home. So I waited him in his study. It was about 4 o’clock when the
door opened and a very strange person walked into the room. He
was an old man with a red face and he looked drunk. He was wear-
ing poorand rather old clothes. He came up tome but I had tolook
at him three times before? I saw it was my friend — Holmes!

| We have three days yet. — ¥ Hac eCTb €l11l¢ TP IHSI.
21 had to look at him three times before — MHe IIpHIIJTIOCH MPHCMOT-
peThCsI, MPEXIe YeEM
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He smiled and went to the bathroom to change his clothes.
Ten minutes later an English gentleman was sitting in front of
the fire and telling me his story.

“It’s very funny. I’ve had a nice time, really! I left home at
8 o’clock this morning. I was wearing a servant’s dress. I wanted
to become friends with her servants. Servants are always happy
to talk. Soon I found her house and walked round it. It is a
lovely big house, with a garden at the back. Large sitting-room
on the ground floor, with long windows which are easy to open.
I found some horsemen and heard a lot about the young
woman — Miss Adler.

“And what of Irene Adler?” I asked.

“Oh, she lives quietly, sings at concerts. She doesn’t go out
often but she has got a friend. He is Godfrey Norton, the law-
yer. He is dark and handsome and visits her every day. Is she his
client or his friend? Do they love each other? If he is her law-
yer, perhaps she has given him the photograph. If they are in
love, she won’t show it to him. I want you to know the story in
detail.”

“Very interesting, Holmes!” I said.

“When I was there, a cab drove up to Miss Adler’s house.
Mr. Norton jumped out of it. He was in a great hurry, shouted
to the cabman to wait and came in the house. He was in the
house about half an hour, and then came out even in a greater
hurry. ‘Drive like the devil,” he shouted, ‘to the Church of St.
Monica!” Some minutes later Miss Adler ran out of her home
and jumped into a cab. “To the Church of St. Monica!’ she cried.
I had to follow them and jumped into a cab. When I arrived, I
came into the church. There were three people there: Mr. Nor-
ton, Miss Adler and a churchman. When Mr. Norton saw me
he ran up to me.

“Thank God,” he cried. “Come! Come!”

“What then?” I asked.

“Come, man, come, only three minutes.”
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“So I helped Mr. Norton to marry Miss Adler. They had to
find a witnees and they found him. It was me, my dear Watson.
A servant, a poor man was the best witness for their secret mar-
riage. When they left the church he went to his work and she
returned to her house. ‘I’ll be in the park at five as usual,’ she
said as she left him.” '

“So she married him! What shall we do now?” I said.

“First, we’ll have something to eat. We are going to be very
busy tonight. And I need your help, Watson. It is about 5 now.
At 7 we must be there, near her house. Miss Irene returns from
her drive at that time and we will meet her.”

“And what then?”

_ “I’'ll do everything. But, remember, you must not inter-
fere, come what may'. You understand?

“Perhaps something unpleasant will happen. Do not join
in it. Then I'll get inside her house. You must wait outside near
the sitting-room window. Then the sitting-room window will
open.”

*Nes.”

“You must watch me.”

“Yes.”

“When I raise my hand — so — you will throw IT into the
room and shout ‘Fire!””

I took the small thing out of his hand.

“What is it, Holmes?” I asked.

“Don’t be afraid, it’s not a bomb, just a smoke-stick.
The room will quickly be full of smoke. Then you walk to
the end of the street and wait for me there. Do you under-
stand me?”

“OK, I'll do what you want,” I said.

' you must not interfere, come what may — BaM HeJib3s1 BMELIMBATHCA,
4YTO Obl HU CNYYHUJIOCH
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Fire! Fire!

That evening Holmes again was wearing different clothes.
He had churchman clothes and a big black hat on. He changed
his face, his hair, his manners — he was a different man! The
stage lost a fine actor, when he became a detective.

At about 6 o’clock we were near Miss Adler’s house. The
street was rather busy. A lot of people were smoking, talking
and laughing there. '

“You see,” said Holmes to me, “the case has become less
difficult after their marriage. T don’t think Irene wants her hus-
band to see the photo, so it is in a secret place in her house.
Now the question is, “Where?’ I am sure it is in her house.”

“But the King’s men tried to find it...”

“Yea, but they did not know how to look.”

“But how will you look?”

“I will not look. She will show me. She will have to.”

Then he suddenly stopped and pointed to the coming cab.
One of the men in the street ran up to open the door. Perhaps, he
wanted to get some money. Then another man ran up and pushed
him away. They started shouting and fighting. Irene was in the
middle of the fight. Holmes ran up to help the lady but suddenly
he cried and fell to the ground. The blood was running down his
face. Irene hurried to her house, but then stopped and looked back.

“How is the poor gentleman?” she asked.

“He is dead,” cried some people.

“No, no, he is alive!” cried the others.

“Bring him into the sitting-room. There is a comfortable
sofa. This way, please!” said Irene.

Some people carried Holmes into the sitting-room and
put him on the sofa. I could see him through the window. | was
watching him with the smoke stick in my hand.

Suddenly Holmes sat up on the sofa. He looked like a man
who was in need of air. A servant ran to open the window. At
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the same moment Holmes raised his hand and I threw the
smoke-stick into the room with a cry of “Fire!” The people in
the street joined the cry: “Fire!” Thick clouds of smoke filled
the room. I walked away to the corner of the street. In ten min-
utes Holmes came to meet me there.

“You did it very nicely, Doctor,” he said.

“You have the photograph?”

“I know where it is. She showed me.”

“But why did she show it to you?”

“It is easy,” said he, laughing. “You, of course, saw that
everyone in the street was helping me. I paid them some money
for their help.”

Now I could see.

“It wasn’t a real fight. It wasn’t real blood — just some red
paint. It is an old trick. Then I got in her sitting-room, asked
for some fresh air and you had your chance.”

“How did that help you?”

“You see, when a woman thinks that her house is on fire,
she runs to the most important things — her baby, her gold,
her... photo. That’s where she ran.' The photograph is in a cup-
board in her sitting-room. I saw the photo. But I couldn’t take
it because I wasn’t alone in the sitting-room. I had nothing to
do but? say some excuses and leave the house.” .

“And now?” I asked.

“I must send a telegram to the King right now. Tomorrow we’ll
come to the house with the King. We will come early when the
lady is still in bed. When we are in the sitting room, the King will
take the photo with his own hands. Then we will leave the house.”

That time we were walking along Baker Street. When we
stopped near Holmes’ door, a thin young man was passing by’

" That’s where she ran. — MiMeHHO Tyaa oHa 1 nobexana.
* I had nothing to do but — MHe HU4€Ero He OCTaBAIOCH 1e/1aTh, KAK
? was passing by — npoxoaua MUMO
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“Good-night, Mister Sherlock Holmes,” he said and hur-
ried away.

“I’ve heard that voice before,” said Holmes looking down
the street. “But who was it?”

Photo

I slept at Baker Street that night, and we were having our
toast and coffee in the morning when the King of Bohemia ran
into the room.

“You have really got it!” he cried, happily.

“Not yet.”

“But you have hopes?”

“I have hopes.”

“Then, come!”

On the way to Irene’s house Holmes said to the King:

“Irene Adler is married.”

“Married! When?”

“Yesterday. Her husband is Mr. Norton, an English lawyer.”

“But I hope she doesn’t love him.”

“I do hope that she does.'”

“I don’t understand why.”

“If the lady loves her husband, she does not love Your
Majesty. If she does not love Your Majesty, she will not ruin
Your Majesty’s plan.”

A servant opened the door and asked:

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes?”

“I am Mr. Holmes,” answered my friend. He looked very
sirprised.

“Mrs. Norton told me that you were going to come. She
left this morning with her husband for the Continent.”

' T do hope that she does. — 39. fI oueHb HanewCh, YTO NIOOUT.
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“What!” Sherlock Holmes cried out. “Do you mean that
she has left England?”

“You are right.”

“What about the photo? All is lost!” cried the King.

“We shall see,” said Holmes and we ran into the sitting-
room. Holmes opened the cupboard and took out a photo and
a letter. The photograph was of Irene Adler herself in evening
dress, the letter was addressed to “Sherlock Holmes”. My friend
opened it and we read it together.

“My Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes,

You really did it very well. I thought that it was a real fire,
and that you were a kind old man. But when I ran up to the
cupboard and opened it to take the photo out... I began to
think. I remembered those wonderful stories that my friends
told me about you, the famous detective in London. I thought
it was your trick! You know, I had your address and decided to
find everything out myself. I dressed like a young man. I fol-
lowed you to your door. I wanted to find out if you were Mr.
Sherlock Holmes. Then I said ‘good-night’ to you outside your
door! _

“My husband and I decided to leave England. The photo?
Please, tell the King I will never show it to anybody. I love my
husband and he loves me. Here is a different photo. The King
can keep it, if he likes.

Irene Norton”

“What a woman!” cried the King of Bohemia, when we
finished reading the letter. “Why didn’t I marry her?”

“She is a very clever woman,” said Holmes coldly. “I am
sorry that I have not finished the case.”

“No, no,” cried the King. “The photo is safe now. I know
that she never breaks her promises. I need nothing more than
her word.”

“] am glad to hear it.”

“How can I thank you, dear Mr. Holmes?”
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“Your Majesty, I would like to have just one thing,” said
Holmes.

“Tell me what it is.”

“This photograph!”

The King looked at Holmes in surprise.

“Irene’s photograph!” he cried. “Certainly, it is yours.”

“I thank Your Majesty,” Holmes turned away and we left.

And there was no scandal in the kingdom of Bohemia.

Holmes stopped telling jokes about woman’s wit'. He al-
ways remembers Irene Adler — the woman who was cleverer
than he was. And when he speaks of Irene Adler, he says she is

the woman.

! about woman’s wit — 0 XXeHCKOM yMme
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The Lost World

Before Reading

1) What do you know about prehistoric life? About dinosaurs? Are
there any mysteries about them?

2) What were dinosaurs like? Were they alike? Were they different?

3) Have you seen any films or cartoons about dinosaurs? What are
they? Were the creatures angry or friendly there?

While Readling

1) Read Chapter One “Try Your Luck With Professor Challenger”.
Do you know who said it? Gladys? Mr. McArdle? Mr. Malone? Pro-
fessor Challenger? Mrs. Challenger? Why did this person say it?

[am—

“I am a poor student.”

2. “Well, I think you know that the cranial index is a constant
factor.” :

3. “Youcanbe as angry as you like. But you will not attack me.”

4. *“Chances are around you.”

5. “What about a modern Munchausen? You can show him

up as a liar!”

6. “It proves that you are a journalist.”

7. “Something wonderful happened or the man is a champi-
on liar.”

8. “Professor Challenger, the famous zoologist! But I don’t
quite understand why I must interview this gentleman.
What has he done?”
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9. “Challenger? He is the man who came with some silly sto-
ries from South America. As far as I can remember it was
about some strange animals.”

10. “Then I must tell you that he is an impossible person. Get
quickly out of the room if he gets aggressive.”

2) Read Chapter One “Try Your Luck With Professor Challenger”
and Chapter Two “It’s Just the Very Biggest Thing in the World”.
Can you prove that..? Say as much as you can.

Gladys was beautiful.

Malone loved Gladys.

Professor Challenger was an impossible man.

Professor Challenger’s appearance was unusual.

Professor Challenger hated journalists.

Professor Challenger was a famous scientist and an explorer.

Malone didn’t believe Professor Challenger at first.

Professor Challenger had enough proofs to make Malone

believe his story.

9. Theaudience in the Zoological Institute didn’t believe Pro-
fessor Challenger.

10. Malone was happy to have Lord John Roxton as a com-

panion in the expedition.

B0 B G e L) e

3) Read Chapter Three “We Disappear into the Unknown” and find
the right answers.

1. Howdid the travellers — Professor Summerlee, Lord John
and Malone — feel at the day of their departure?

a) They looked happy and excited.

b) Professor Summerlee was sorry for himself but the
other two were happy.

c) They were very sorry for themselves.

d) Lord John and Professor Summerlee were happy to
have an adventure ahead but Malone didn’t want to
leave the girl he loved.
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Why did Professor Challenger come to the port when the
expedition was sailing off?
a) He wanted to wish good luck and say “good-bye” to
the travellers.
b) He brought them a detailed map of the Lost World.
¢) He came there to tell Malone that he was against
Malone’s reports.
d) He gave the letter with directions to the travellers to
be opened at Manaos.
What is the wrong sentence about Malone’s companions?
a) Professor Summerlee was as old as Malone.
b) Lord John liked nice clothes.
c¢) Professor Summerlee had never been on expeditions
before.
d) Lord John had visited South America before.
Why did Lord John believe Challenger’s words?
a) He had known Professor Challenger for a long time.
b) He knew the unknown was everywhere in South
America.
c) He had visited the Lost World before.
d) He believed every word of a man of science.
Which of the following is not about Challenger?
a) London lunatic
b) champion liar
¢) South Americomaniac
d) prize peacock
What was written in the letter that Challenger had given to
the travellers in the port?
a) detailed directions
b) a map of the Lost World
¢) nothing
d) some wishes of good luck
What sentence is not true about the days the four were
travelling in canoes?
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a) The expedition came across rapids several times.
b) The travellers enjoyed the beauty of the tropical forest.
c) For three days the explorers made their way along a
quiet stream that looked like a tunnel of green sun-
shine.
d) The travellers never left canoes and walked into the
tropical forest full of dangerous animals.
8.  What place did they pass on their way to the plateau since -
the day they left their canoes?
a) Indian village
b) a great green swamp
¢) an open place covered with tree ferns
d) the thickets of bamboos
9. 'Who was sure that the huge grey flying creature was a ptero-
dactyl?
a) Challenger
b) Lord John
¢) Summerlee
d) Malone
10. Why was Summerlee silent at the end of the Chapter?
a) He got very tired after a long journey.
b) He saw that the scenery looked like one in the pic-
ture.
c) He was so surprised by the beauty of the place that
he couldn’t speak.
d) He was either angry or sorry with himself.

4) Read Chapter Four “Who Could Have Foreseen It?” and say if
the sentences are True (T) or False (F). Correct the false ones.

1. Professor Challenger was sure there was a way up the pla-
teau.
2. Ontheir way round the plateau the expedition found a ske-
leton of an Indian.
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3. Everybody was afraid of the skeleton because they were
sure that somebody had pushed the poor man down from
the plateau.

4. The four found no signs of Maple White’s expedition while
they were on their way round the plateau.

5. The expedition followed the marks in the shape of arrows
to find the way up.

6. They found the way of Maple White but it didn’t exist any
more.

7. For the first time the travellers saw a prehistoric animal
early in the moming. It came up quietly to their camp near
the plateau.

8. When Summerlee saw the flying dinosaur he lost his skep-
ticism towards Challenger and they shook hands.

9. The expedition made the round-plateau journey but found
no possible way up.

10. It was Lord John who had an idea to climb the high thin
rock and make a bridge across the abyss.

11. All travellers were experienced mountain-climbers.

12. The tree on the top of the thin rock was too short to make
a bridge.

13. The moment Challenger put his foot on the plateau a ter-
rible monster came out of the forest.

14. Theydidn’t hear the sound of the falling bridge. When they
saw no bridge across the abyss, they were shocked.

15. The travellers had no idea why their bridge was gone.

5) Read Chapter Five “The Most Wonderful Things Have Hap-
pened” and put the sentences in the right order.

They made a bridge across the abyss and reached the pla-
teau without any troubles.

_____Their bridge was gone and they were trapped.

__ Some powerful creature visited the camp.

158

» The Lost World

The explorers found unusual tracks and Lord John decid-
ed that they belonged to an enormous bird.
___ Lord John shot their enemy dead but their position was
hopeless.
On their first morning they made a camp and called it
Fort Challenger.
___ The expedition climbed the high thin rock that was near
the plateau.

In the opening they saw five iguanodons having their
meal.

They found a swamp of pterodactyls and had a good
chance to study their way of life.
____ The monsters attacked the explorers but the four fortu-
nately escaped.

6) Read Chapter Six “For Once I Was the Hero” and complete the
sentences. -

1.. Inthe morning the explorers felt bad because ______ .
a) they had a flu
b) the bites of the pterodactyls were poisonous
¢) they had no food
d) the situation was hopeless
2. The whole day Malone had the feeling that ___ .
a) somebody was watching them
b) they would find a way down
c¢) something wonderful was going to happen that day
d) somebody would die
3. At night woke them up.
a) a sound of train
b) pterodactyls’ songs
C) an iguanodon’s steps
d) a nerve-shaking scream
159




* Activities *

10. Malone couldn’t see

visited their camp that night.
a) Agiant toad
b) A meet-eating dinosaur
¢) A peaceful iguanodon
d) An Indian with greenish eyes
In the morning the expedition went to the iguanodon glade.
Theysaw_____ there.
a) a megalosaurus
b) pools of blood and large pieces of meet
c) asabre-toothed tiger
d) an allosaurus
inhabited the Maple White Land.
a) Only unknown types of prehistoric animals
b) Only frightening reptilian monsters
c¢) Different types of extinct and present-day animals
d) No man-like creatures
The explorers agreed that their first task was
a) to find the way down
b) to explore the Lost World carefully
¢) to kill all monstrous dinosaurs
d) to strengthen their camp
Malone climbed the tree
a) to get the ape-man hiding among the branches
b) to get some sketch of the Lost World
c) to get some juicy fruit
d) to find the way out of the thick forest
When Malone saw an ape-man among the branches, he

a) was shocked and frightened

b) fell down from the tree

¢) dived wildly down the tree

d) was a little surprised

from the top of the gingko tree.
a) his friends
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b) the whole plateau
c) the swamp of pterodactyls
d) any lake

7) Read Chapter Seven “It Was Dreadful in the Forest” and join
the halves of the sentences from Malone’s story.

ok L =

el

9.

I had not gone a hundred yards before __

The darkness of the forest was frightening, but _____

I found a small riverand ______

There were many tracks there and l understood that
I realized that people were living on the plateau, because

Suddenly a huge deer gave a warning cry and

. For five minutes the stegosaurus was so close to my hiding

place that

A strange creature was near me, but nothing could be seen,
SO

My skin grew coldand

10. I hoped that it was a peaceful iguanodon, but ______

a) even worse was the white flood of moonlight.

b) __ it was one of the drinking places of the ani-
mals.

¢) __ was off among the trees.

d) by stretching out my hand I could touch his
back.

€) I realized how dreadful it was in the forest.

f) fires could only be lit by the hand of a man.

2) decided to follow it.

h) _ TIwalked faster.

1) __ Isoonsaw that it was a very different creature.

j) my hair rose at the thought.

161



= Activities *

8) Read Chapter Eight “I Shall Never Forget It” and answer the
questions. Try to say three sentences at least.

Why did Malone make three fires before going to sleep?
Who woke Malone up in the morning?

Who attacked the camp?

Could the ape-men talk to each other?

How did the ape-men look like?

Challenger looked like the king of the ape-men. Was it of
great help for the explorers?

7. How did the native people look like?

8. What do you know about the ape-men town?

9. What special ceremony was held in that ape-men town?
10. How did Lord John escape?

11. How did Lord John and Malone rescue their friends?
12. Why did the Indians follow the expedition?

e

9) Read Chapter Nine “Those Were the Great Victories” and put
the sentences in the right order.

_____The explorers decided to take the Indians to their town
because they hoped for their warm welcome.

_____When they reached the lake, they saw a great flotilla of
Indian canoes coming towards them.

___ The explorers learned that the natives kept iguanodons
as domestic animals.

_____One Indian left the camp to bring some water and was
killed by an ape-man.

The Indians had a battle with the ape-men, won it and
turned the ape-men into their slaves.

_____ The natives were ready for the battle and the explorers
decided to join them in their war against the ape-men.

__ Challenger found geysers and he got very excited.
_____The explorers were watching the unusual life of the pre-
historic lake.
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In the early morning the whole company started on their

way to the Indian village. _
Malone was nearly killed by an ape-man near the river.

10) Read Chapter Ten “Escape” and explain why:

1. the victory of the Indians over the ape-men was very im-
portant for the explorers.

the expedition didn’t use Maple White’s way to come down.
the Indians didn’t want to help the expedition to come down.
the explorers’ guns had no effect on the monstrous rep-
tiles.

the Indians didn’t eat the reptile’s meat.

Challenger made the balloon.

the young boy decided to help them.

the Indians didn’t notice the expedition escape.

the explorers didn’t take everything they had down.

0. there were many fires (not one) at the foot of the cliffs.

w1
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11) Read Chapter Eleven “A Procession! A Procession!” and do
the final test.

1. Professor Challengerwas ___
a) very polite
b) an impossible person
¢) areal English gentleman
d) a professional journalist
2. When Challenger returned from his first expedition, his
words were doubted because
a) he had no proofs
b) his proofs were not enough to make the scientists
believe his unusual story
¢) South America was a fully explored region
d) he was a well-known champion liar
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Challenger was sure that the Lost World existed because
he

a) had seen the plateau with his own eyes and had shot
a pterodactyl :

b) believed the drawings of Maple White absolutely

¢) had found some stories of a strange land in Indian
legends

d) had already visited it

The explorers started the expedition .

a) to test Professor Challenger’s words

b) to find the best place for hunting

¢) to make a map of South America

d) to bring back a live pterodactyl

Before the explorers reached the Lost World, .

a) they hadn’t seen any signs of prehistoric life

b) they hadn’t faced any troubles

¢) they had seen no signs of Maple White’s expedition

d) they had enjoyed the beauty of the tropical forests
and streams

What is not true about iguanodons?

a) They lived on grass and leaves and tree branches.

b) They walked upright on three-toed hind-feet and
from time to time put their five-fingered front-feet
on the ground.

¢) They had powerful tails and balanced on them while
eating.

d) They were monstrous kangaroos.

What is true about pterodactyls?

a) They lived in small families.

b) They were of dark-red colour.

¢) They had sharp teeth in their beaks.

d) They were birds.

What was the place where the explorers had a pleasant ex-
perience?
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a) the glade of iguanodons
b) the swamp of pterodactyls
c) the ape-men town
d) the hunting-pit made by the natives
9. When did all the explorers agree that it was their first task
to find the way down?
a) after they finished all their food
b) after the toad-faced bloody monster visited their camp
c) after they escaped from the ape-men
d) the moment their feet touched the plateau
10. The explorers learned about the ape-menwhen ___.
a) Malone was up the tallest gingko tree
b) their camp was attacked by the ape-men
¢) the Indians defeated the ape-men and turned them
into their slaves
d) the expedition crossed the bridge over the abyss
11. What is true about the native Indians?
a) They were red-haired.
b) They were red-skinned.
¢) They couldn’t run fast in the open.
d) They couldn’t make fires.
12. Who were the masters of the Lost World?
a) ape-men
b) Indians
c¢) reptilian toad-faced monsters
d) iguanodons _
13. How did the explorers escape into the outer world?
a) They travelled on the balloon that Challenger had
constructed.
b) They crossed the bridge over the abyss that had been
made by the ape-men.
c) They followed the stream that led them out.
d) They followed the map the chief’s son had given
them.
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14. What was the proof the explorers had shown at the meet-
ing at the Zoological Institute?
a) the live pterodactyl
b) the diamonds
c¢) the insect collections
d) some photos

After Reading

Read the names of the Chapters and try to match them with short
summaries:

Chapter One. “Try Your Luck With Professor Challenger”
Chapter Two. “It’s Just the Very Biggest Thing in the World”
Chapter Three. “We Disappear into the Unknown”

Chapter Four. “Who Could Have Foreseen 1t?”

Chapter Five. “The Most Wonderful Things Have Happened”
Chapter Six. “For Once 1 Was the Hero”

Chapter Seven. “It Was Dreadful in the Forest”

Chapter Eight. “I Shall Never Forget It”

Chapter Nine. “Those Were the Great Victories”

Chapter Ten. “Escape”

Chapter Eleven. “A Procession! A Procession!”

Finally the expedition found the way up the plateau
that looked like the one from the picture by the dead Ame-
rican. That was the beginning of their troubles and wonders.
Their bridge was gone — that was their first tragedy! They
became the natives of the plateau because they had no way
down
_ Professor Challenger was very rude and aggressive. In one
of his interviews he told about prehistoric animals that he had
discovered in South America. A journalist came to interview
him. Wasn’t that visit dangerous?
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_____ The expedition made its way across the Atlantic, up the
Amazon and through the tropical jungle. They enjoyed its beau-
ty and faced some troubles. The further they went, the more
proofs of the Professor’s words they found. Did they see a ptero-
dactyl flying above? They were not sure that time.
_____Theexpedition started the exploration of the Lost World.
They saw iguanodons having their peaceful meal. They were
attacked by the dreadful pterodactyls. At the end of their first
day they learned that an unknown powerful creature had visited
their camp.
. The expedition made their camp near an Indian village.
They spent all their days studying the natives’ way of life, the
great wonders of the Lost World but never stopped thinking
about finding their way to the outer world. A boy, whom they
had rescued, gave them a map; they followed it and found the
way out of the Lost World.
_____ Aftera great fight, Professor told the journalist about his
wonderful discoveries. His story about the dead American artist,
the drawing of dinosaur, the pterodactyl’s bone and some pho-
tographs made the journalist believe the Professor. He called
Challenger “a Columbus of science” and made a decision to
follow the expedition to the unknown land.
_____The explorers decided to make a map of the Lost World.
It was the journalist’s idea to climb the highest tree to get the
whole view of the plateau. It was the journalist who did it. At
last the expedition had the general idea of the plateau and the
journalist was very proud of what he had done. What was the
terrible creature that he had seen up the tree — an ape or a
human? _
_____Two ofthe explorers were free, but the others were prison-
ers in the ape-town. No doubt they were going to face the death.
They were rescued at the moment that might be their last one.
A hundred of large red-haired ape-men stood near the edge of -
the plateau. In front of them there was a group of Indians. The
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ape-men took the prisoners in turn and threw them down the
cliff. A mad cry of delight followed the tragedy — the ape-men
enjoyed the performance. One of the explorers was to be the
next...

____Itwasthe most dreadful experience of his life! He left the
camp at night to get some new facts about the Lost World. He
got them (the humans lived on the plateau!) but nearly lost his
life. A monstrous meet-eating dinosaur followed him until he
found himselfin a deep hunting pit. When he reached the camp,
he was shocked: the whole company had disappeared! His po-
sition was hopeless!

___ When the expedition reached London, the time of their
triumph had come! They had photos, insect collection, even a
live pterodactyl with them. The whole central traffic of Lon-
don was stopped and the explorers were carried around Lon-
don streets.

The members of expedition escaped and some Indians
were rescued with the help of the guns. They decided to take
the Indians home and with the help of natives to defeat the ape-
men.completely. And so they did. But first they had a great bat-
tle. Many dead bodies were left behind but the ape-men were
turned into slaves. At last man became the master of the Lost

World.

The Stories
about Sherlock Holmes

Before Reading

How much do you know about detective stories?

1.  Have you read any stories about famous detectives? Who
are they? :

2. Have you seen any films about detectives? Which ones?
Which film do you like best and why?

3. Doesthe detective always catch the criminal? Is the detec-
tive always “good” and the criminal always “bad”?

4. Have you ever heard about Sherlock Holmes? What is he
like?

While Reading

The Speckled Band

1) Can you say who and why...

woke Dr. Watson

came to see Sherlock Holmes
lived in India '

died two years before

rushed into Holmes’s office
was frightened

stayed in Julia’s'room at night
frightened the snake

killed Dr. Roylott

= oo NN Bh daded B
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2) Can you say which of the characters — Dr. Roylott, Mr. Holmes,
Dr. Watson, Helen Stoner — was...

1. serious
2. rude
3. dangerous
4. strong
5. large

6. famous

7. unhappy
8. angry

9. frightened
10. unkind

The Five Orange Pips

Choose the best answer to each question:

1. What did Elias Openshaw get one day?
a) five oranges
b) five letters
c) aletter with an orange
d) a letter from India
2. Where did Elias Openshaw live after the Civil War?
a) in England
b) in America
c) inIndia
d) in Scotland
3. How did Elias Openshaw die?
a) He was killed.
b) He was poisoned.
¢) He fell down from a hill.
d) He died in a fire.
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Who got Elias’s house after his death?
a) his son
b) his nephew
c¢) his brother
d) his wife
What happened to John’s father during his visit to a friend?
a) He died.
b) He returned to his house.
¢) He visited Sherlock Holmes.
d) He wrote a letter to his son.
Who or what made John go and see Sherlock Holmes?
a) the police
b) his father’s death
¢) his uncle’s and his father’s deaths
d) his anger
What were Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson doing when
John came to their house?
a) They were smoking.
b) They were looking out of the window.
c) They were spending a quiet evening together.
d) They were talking about Openshaw’s family.
What did John show to Sherlock Holmes?
a) the American Encyclopedia
b) a letter with five orange pips
¢) a piece of burnt paper with some words in it
d) a photo of the K. K. K.
What djd Sherlock Holmes advise John to do?
a) to stay at his house in Baker Street
b) to return home
c) to go to America
d) to look for a job on board the ship

10. How did the Kkillers of Openshaw die?

a) Sherlock Holmes killed them.
b) They got five orange pips and died of fear.
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¢) They died in the storm.
d) They died in prison.

The Adventure of the Beryl Coronet

1) Answer the following questions in detail. Some of you can have
different points of view.

Was Mr. Holder a noble man?

Was Mr. Holder a madman?

Did Arthur spend much money?

Was Sir George a man without heart?
Did Mary love her uncle?

Did Mary love Sir George?

Did Arthur love Mary?

Was Mr. Holder a kind and loving father?
Was Dr. Watson a great help to Holmes?

0 Will Mary be punished?

2) Put the sentences in the right order.

1.

OS]

Sherlock Holmes visited Mr. Holder’s house.
At night Holmes solved the problem and got the beryls
back.
Mr. Holder called the police and they arrested Arthur.
In the morning when Mr. Holder came to Sherlock Hol-
mes, the detective returned him the missing part of the
Beryl Coronet
The police didn’t find beryls in the house and Mr. Holder
went to Sherlock Holmes. _
An unusual visitor came to Mr. Holder’s office to ask for
money.
Sir George took the piece of the golden LOI‘OHCI with three
beryls and ran away.
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10.
11.

12.
13.

Mr. Holder woke up at night and found Arthur in his dress-
ing room with the coronet in his hand.

Mr. Holder brought the coronet to his house.

Mary stole the coronet from her uncle’s desk.

Arthur jumped out of the open window and had a fight
with Sir George.

Mr. Holder told his son and his niece about the Beryl Coronet.
Mary told Sir George about the Beryl Coronet.

The Crooked Man

1) Who in this story...

MoPea oY bl L b e

spent most of his life in India

killed Colonel Barclay

loved Nancy Devoy

carried the door key

was crooked

was called David

told Holmes about the crooked man

performed in cafes

watched the quarrel between the Colonel and his wife
through the window

2) Choose the right answer to the questions.

1.

2

Why did Holmes visit Watson that night?

a) Holmes needed a place to stay.

b) Holmes got lost.

¢) Holmes needed a witness.

d) Holmes didn’t see Watson for a long time.
What is true about Colonel Barclay?

a) He had a son and a daughter.

b) He kept a mongoose as a pet.
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¢) He was married to a beautiful and kind woman.
d) He was never aggressive and angry.
Why did the servant get no answer from Mrs. Barclay when
she brought her tea?
a) Nancy and her husband were talking too loud to hear
the knock.
b) Nancy lay unconscious on the sofa and the Colonel
was dead.
¢) There was nobody in the room.
d) Nancy and her husband were listening to the crooked
man’s story.
What is true about Nancy?
a) The Colonel Barclay was the only man she loved.
b) She was a very angry and aggressive woman and they
often had quarrels.
¢) She thought Henry Wood had been dead for a long
time.
d) She never lived in India.
Why could nobody find the door key?
a) Nancy gave the key to the crooked man.
b) Henry Wood carried the key away.
¢) The servant lost the key in the garden.
d) The mongoose carried the key under the sofa and
left it there.
What is true about the crooked man?
a) He never left England.
b) His name was David.
¢) He spoke several languages.
d) He died in India.
How did it happen that Henry became crooked?
a) Barclay broke his back in a fight.
b) He fell down from a horse.
¢) He was born with his back bent.
d) He became crooked after the tortures.
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8.

Why did the Colonel die?
a) Henry Wood shot him dead.
b) The mongoose killed him.
c) He died of a heart attack.
d) Nancy struck him with a wooden club.

AScandal in Bohemia

1) Can you remember the characters of the story? Choose the true
sentence about each one.

Sherlock Holmes ___
a) loved Irene Adler.
b) never met a woman cleverer than he was.
¢) wanted to be a theatre actor.
d) could change his manners.
Dr. Watson ____
a) lived in a house in Baker street.
b) wasn’t married.
¢) was a great help to Sherlock Holmes.
d) was a detective.
The King of Bohemia
a) married Irene Adler secretly some years before.
b) was going to marry Irene.
¢) was tall and strong.
d) finally got his photo back.
Irene Adler _
a) loved nobody but the King of Bohemia.
b) was cleverer that Sherlock Holmes.
¢) was a famous ballet dancer.
d) left England because she was afraid of Dr. Watson.
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2) What were they like? How did they look like? Try and say as much
as you can about the following things and characters. The words
below can help you.

cold and balanced mind
married

put on seven pounds
medical practice
process of deduction

a famous singer
both in the photo

a chance to ruin him
a great scandal

lived quietly

thick pink paper didn’t see Holmes much
a mask didn’t have to interfere
rich clothes changed his clothes and his
wrong word order manners

strong German accent left England

tall and strong man keeps her photo

a royal family cleverer

very beautiful the woman

1. Sherlock Holmes

2. Holmes’s method

3. The letter Holmes got from the King of Bohemia

4, The King of Bohemia

:--lCh}).

The photo the King of Bohemia wanted to get back
Irene Adler
Dr. Watson

3) Put the sentences in the right order.

1

2.
3.
4

Holmes promised to help the King.

The King left Irene and she got angry with him.

Irene found out whom was the poor man whom she had saved.

Holmes changed his clothes and found out as much as he

could about Irene and her house.

Holmes helped Mr. Norton to marry Irene.

The King was going to marry a girl from a royal family.
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The King of Bohemia and Irene Adler were in love.
Holmes got Irene’s photo.

9. Holmes asked Dr. Watson to help him with his plan.
10. Holmes found out where Irene kept the photo.

11. The King came to consult Holmes.

12. Irene and her husband left England.

o s N |

After Reading

1) What do you think about Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson?

1. Do you think Sherlock Holmes was a real man or just an

imaginary character?
2. Do you think Sherlock Holmes is a clever detective?

3. Why do people ask Holmes for help? Does he always get

them out of danger?

4. Do you think Sherlock Holmes was a kind man? Was mon-

ey important for him?
5. Did Holmes want to help people or was it his way of life?

6. What do you think about Dr. Watson? Is he as clever as

Holmes? Does Holmes really need him?

7. Is Holmes ready to kill anyone who killed another person

(like Dr. Roylott)? Is Holmes a killer himself?

8. Does Holmes always find the answer? Is he always cleverer

than the other people in the stories?

9. Why do you think the stories about Sherlock Holmes are

popular-nowadays?

2) Which story did you like best and which did you like least? Can
you explain why? Write a short review of one of the stories. Use

these words in your review.

I liked / I didn’t like this story because
nobody died
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__could/couldn’t guess the answer

the murderer(s) was (were) killed

a good person was murdered

somebody was cleverer than Sherlock Holmes
__ happy / unhappy ending

®

Vocabulary

IIpHHATHIE COKPAIECHUA

a adjective — MMl NpPUIAraTeib-
Hoe

adv adverb — Hapeuue

¢f conjunction — co3

intinterjection — MeXI0MeTHE

A noun — UM CylIeCTBUTETbHOE

num numeral — yuCIUTENBLHOE

A

able ['e1b(2)1] @ yMenniii, ymeio-
WA, cnOCOOHbIH

above [2'bav] prep Han

absolute ['&bsolu:t] ¢ aGcontor-
Hbli1, GecmpUMepHbBIH

absolutely [, azbsa'lu:tli] adv nosn-
HOCTBI0, aDCOMI0THO

abyss [o'bis| » nponacTs, 6e3qHa

accident ["2ksid(a)nt] n ciyuai,
CIY4ailHOCTb; HECYACTHBIN
cayyan

across [2'krps] prep cKBO3b, 4e-
pe3

act [2kt] v neticTBoBaTh, NOCTY-
naThb; BecTHceds

action ['®kf(2)n] » neiicTBHe,
MOCTYIOK

active ['®ktiv] a akTHBHBIT

actual ['&ktfval] a neiicTBUTETD-
HBII

actually ['=ktf(v)al1] adv Ha ca-
MOM Jene

p.p. past participle — npuyactie
MPOLIENIIEr0 BPEMEHH

plplural — MHOXeCTBEHHOE YHCIIO

prep preposition — mpeanor

pron pronoun — MeCTOMMEHHe

v verb — raroJj

30. 31ech

add [=d] v nobaBuTh

address [o'dres] n anpec

adventure [od'vent[3] » npukiO-
YeHHUE

advice [ad’vais] n coBer

aeroplane ['e(a)raplein] n camo-
neT

afraid [o'fre1d] a wcniyraHHbii

afternoon [,a:fto'nu:n] # geHb
(8pemsa nocae noayouns)

afterwards ['a:ftowad(z)] adv
BMOCACACTBUH, TO3XKE

again [o'ge(1)n] adv cHoBa; onAThL

against [o'ge(1)nst] prep npoTns

age [eid3] n Bo3pacT; monrni
CpOK

aggressive [2'gresiv] @ arpeccHB-
HBIW; HACTOHYUBbIH

ago [2'gav] adv Tomy Hazan
long ago naBHO

agony ['a&goni] n aroHus

agree [2'gri:] v cornamarscs
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ahead [2’'hed] adv Bnepen

air [ea] n BO3aYX

air-vent |'eavent| n 30. BEeHTHIISA-
LUMOHHOE OTBEPCTHE

alcohol ['xlkohol] # ankoroib

alive [2'lav] @ XuBoii

~ alligator ['2ligerta] n anaurarop

alone [o'laun] a onuHOKMIA

along [2'lon] prep BooAb

aloud [2'lavd] adv rpoMKoO, BCyX

already [o:I'red1] adv yxe

always ['o:lw(e)iz] adv Bceraa

Amazon ['&maz(d)n] n AMa3oH-
Ka (eeaunaitwasn pexa ¢ Oxc-
Holi Amepuke)

among [2'mAn) prep cpenu, MexIy

anatomy [s'n&tomi] n aHaTOMUSA

anger ['®&ngs] n rHes

angry ['&ngri] a cepauTBIA

animal [‘&nim(3)l] #n XUBOTHOE

anybody ['enibodi] pron xTo-
HUOYIb

anyone ['eniwan] pron KTO-HU-
bynb

anything ['en1Om)] pron yto-Hu-
oynb

anywhere ['eniwes] adv rae-Hu-
)11

ape-man ['eip,mzn] n obe3bs-
HO-YeJIOBEK

appear [2'p1a] v nogaBaAThCA,
MOKa3bIBaThCA

appetite ['epitait] #n anneTut

archway ['a:tfwei] n npoxoa B
BUIIE 4PKHU

arm-chair ['a:mtfea] n kpecio

army [‘a:mi] » apMus

around [2'ravnd] adv Bciony;
BOKDPYT

arrival [2'raiv(a)l] » npubeiTHE,
TpUE3T

arrive [a2'rarv] v npubniBaTh,
MpUE3XKaThb

arrow ['&rav] n cTpena

art [a:t] # MCKYCCTBO

article ['a:tik(2)1] n cTaThs

artist ['a:tist] » XymoXHUK

as [&z] advkak; ¢j B TO BpeMsl KaK
as ... aS TaK Xe ... KaK
as So0N as KakK TOJIbKO
as far as I know HacKOJBKO s
3HAI0

ask [a:sk] v cnpaliuBarh; OCBe-
JOMJIATBCS
to ask for npocuth

astronomy [2'stronomi] # acTpo-
HOMMUSI

ate past om eat

Atlantic (Ocean) [ot'lentik] #
ATHaHTHYECKHI OKeaH

atmosphere ['&tmosfia] n aTmo-
cepa

attack [2'tek] n HanaaeHHue,
araka; v HalauaThb, aTakoBaTh

audience ['o:dians] » nybsimnka,
3pUTENH (8 meampe)

aunt [a:nt] n TeTst

avenue ['&vinju:] n aBeHIO (wu-
poKasn yauua)

awake (awoke, awoken) [a'weik]
([o'wavk], [o'wWavkan]) v pa3-
OyIUTh

awful ['0:f(2)]] a yxacHBIH,
CTpalllHbIi
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» Vocabulary *

B

baboon [ba’bu:n] n 6abyuH (sud
0be3bsHbI)

back [bzk] n cnuHa; oGparHas
CTOpPOHA

badly ['bzdli] adv cunbHO

baggage |'bzgidz] n 6arax

balance ['baelons] n 6anaHc

balloon [ba'lu:n] # BO3AYILIHBIA
wap

bamboo [ baam’bu:] » GamOyK

band [baend] n 30. neHTa

bang [bzn] v ynapuTs; cTYKHYTH

bank [bzenk] n 6anHk; Oeper (pexu)

banker ['b&nka] n 6ankup

bark [ba:k] » xopa (depesa)

bat [baet] n neTyyasi Mbillib

bath [ba:O] » BaHHa
to have a bath npynumars
BaHHY

battle ['baetl] n GuTBa; cpakeHue

be (was, were; been) [bi:] ([woz],

[w3:]; [bi:n]) v ObITH, aBAATHCST

to be afraid of 6osiTbCA yeTO-11.
to be angry with cepauthcs Ha
KOro-Ji.

to be ashamed cTbIIUTBECS
KOTO-]I.

to be fond of n1100HTL

to be good at ObiTh cOCOO-
HBIM K

to be interested in nHTEpeco-
BaTbCsl

to be late for onasabiBath

to be lost noTepsiThes

to be out ObITH He nOMa
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to be sorry coxainetb
to be up and down xoaMTb TYIA-
crona

beak [bi:k] #» k0B

bean |bi:n] » 6060BOE 3EpPHBILI-
Ko, 000

beard [biod] n 6opona

beast [bi:st] n 3Bepb; KMBOTHOE

beat (beat, beaten) v [bi:t] ([bi:t],
['bi:tn]) v ynapsaTh, KOTOTHTH;
)74y

beautiful ['bju:tif(2)l] a xpacu-
‘BbIH, TIpEeKpacHBI; MpPEBOC-
XOIHBIA

beauty ['bju:t1] v kpacora

became past om become

because [b1'kpz] ¢f moTomy 4TO,
TaK KakK

become (became, become)
[br'’kam] ([br'keim], [br'kam])
V CTAHOBHUTHCH

bedroom ['bedru:m] n cnaibHA

been p.p. om be

beetle ['bi:tl] n xyk

before [bi'fo:] adv Bnepenu; Bne-
PEd; PaHBIIE; ¢f TIPEXIE YEM;
CKOpee 4eM

began past om begin

beggar ['bega] n HUIIKH

begin (began, begun) [bi'gin]
([br'gen], [bi'gan]) v Hayu-
HaTb

beginning [bi’'ginip] # Hayano

begun p.p. om begin

behind [bi’haind] prep nosanu,
c3anu

believe [br'li:v] v BepuTh



* Vocabulary -

bell [bel| n KonoKONBYUMK; 3BO-
HOK .

belong [br'lon] v npuHamwiexars

below [b1'lav] prep noa, Huxe

beryl ['beril] n 6epunn (dpazo-
UEHHbII KaMeHb)

beside [bi'said] prep psiiom

besides [bi’saidz] adv xpome
TOTOQ, CBEPX TOTO

better ['beta] ady nyuuie

. between [bi'twi:n] prep mexay
bird [b3:d] # nTuua

bit past om bite

bite (bit, bitten) [bait] ([bit],
['bitn]) v kycatb

bitten p.p. om bite

blanket {'blenkit] n onesno

blew past om blow

blind [blaimnd) a caenoi

block [blvk] v 610KkupoBaTs,
3aKPBIBATh, NPErPaXxaarhb

blood [blad] n kpoBb

bloody ['blad1] @ kpoBaBbIii

blow (blew, blown) [blov] ([blu:],
[blaun]) v oyTe

blown p.p. om blow

blow up ['blov’Ap] v HamyBaTh;
B3pbIBaThCS

board [bo:d] n 60pT (kopabias)
on board na Gopty

boat [bauvt] n nonka

body ['bod1] n Teno; Tynosuie

bone [baun] n KocTh

bony ['bavni] a@ KocTasBbIA

boot [bu:t] n 6oTHHOK, canor

boring ['bo:rip] a ckyuHbIi

boss [bos] n 6occ, HayaNbHUK
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botany ['botani] » 6oTaHuKa

both [bavB] pron 0b6a

bottle ['botl] n GyTbiika

bought past u p.p. om buy

bowman ['bavman] # 1y4HHK

box [boks] n kopobka

boxer ['boksa] n 6okcep

bracelet ['breislit] n Gpacier

brain [brein] n ym; MynpocTs; MO3r

branch [bra:ntf] » BeTka, BeTBb;
oTachaeHue, punuan
branching horns seTBHCTBHIE
pora

brave [brerv] a xpabpuiii, cMe-
Bl

break (broke, broken) [breik]
([bravk], ['bravkan]) v no-
MaTh, pa3pylliaTh

breakfast ['brekfost] n 3apTpak

breath [bre©] n nbixanue
to be out of breath 3anbixaTb-
Csl, 3aTbIXaThCs

bridge [bridz] n mocT

bright [brait] ¢ apkuii; 6aecrta-
LMW CBETNBIiA; YMHBIH,
CMBIILIEHBIH

brilliant ['briliont] g GaecTammii,
BEJIHKONENHbINA, CBEPKAIO-
11597

bring (brought, brought) [brin]
([bro:t], [bra:t]) v npuHOCHTD

broad [bra:d] a wMpoxkwuii; 06-
LUMPHBIA, TPOCTOPHLIM

broke past om break

broken p.p. om break

bronze [bronz] n 6poH3a

brought past u p.p. om bring

» Vocabulary +

brush [bra[] v uncTHTB

bubble ['bab(2)1] # my3sIpk; v Y-
3bIPUTLCS; OUTh KITIOYOM

build (built, built) [bild] ([bilt],
[bilt]) v cTpouTs

built past u p.p. om build

bump [bamp] # rayxoi mym,
yoap; v yoapuTb, OUTBECH O
4TO-JI.

burn (burnt, burnt) [b3:n] ([b3:nt],
[b3:nt]) v cxuraTte; ropeth,
MbUIATh

burnt past u p.p. om burn

bury ['beri] v XOpOHHTB; 3apbi-
BaTh

bush [buf] n Kycr

business ['biznis] » neno, 3aHsa-
THe, npodeccus
on business no nejgam, B Ko-
MaHIMPOBKe

busy ['b1z1] a 3aHsTOM

buy (bought, bought) [bai] ([bo:t],
[bo:t]) v mokymnaTe, nprobpe-
TaThb

butterfly ['bataflar] n 6abouka

buzz [baz] v XyxKaThb

C

cab [kaeb] n ke0, noBo3ka, 3Ku-
max

cabbage ['kabidz] n xamycra

call [ko:l] v 3BaTh, OKIMKaTH;
Ha3bIBaTh

came past om come

camera ['kem(2)rs] »n doToan-
mapar

183

camp [keemp] n nareps

can (could) [ken] ([kvd]) v
MOYb, YMETh

candle ['k&ndl] n cBeya

canoe [ka'nu:] n kaHO3 (#0dka)

captain ['kaeptin] n kanuTtaH

card [ka:d] n xapta (uepaabnas)

care [kea] n 3a6oTa, nonevyeHue,
yXOI; BHUMATeIbHOCTh, OCTO-
POXHOCTE
to take care of 3a00TUTBCSH

career [ka'ria] n kapeepa

carefully ['keaf(2)l1] adv BHUMa-
TeJIbHO, TIATEJbHO

carelessly ['keolisli] adv nHe-
OpexHO :

carpet ['ka:pit] n koBep

carry ['kari] v HocUTh; BO3UTh

case [keis] n cay4ai, geno; cy-
nebHoe neno; AlUK, QyTasp
in any case B 11000M cnydae

catch (caught, caught) [kzt/[]
([ko:t], [ko:t]) v n0BUTD; NOH-
MaTh, CXBaTUTh

caught past u p.p. om catch

cave [keiv] n newepa

ceiling ['si:lig] n noronok

center ['senta] # ueHTp

century ['sentfart] n Bek, cTose-
THE

ceremony ['serimani] n uepeMo-
HUSA

chair [tfea] n cTyn

chairman ['tfeomon] » npencena-
TENb

chalk [tfo:k] n men

champion ['tfzempion] # yeMnuoH



» Vocabulary -

chance [tfa:ns] » ciy4aii; maHc,
BO3MOXHOCTb, BEPOSITHOCTh

change [tfeind3] v MmeHaTB(CA)
to change clothes nmepeone-
BaTbCs

chaos ['keips] n xaoc

character ['keerikta] # xapaxrep

charge [tfa:d3] n 30. 06BUHEHUE;
Nopy4yeHue
to give smb. in charge caaBaTh
KOr0-JI. B PYKH NOJMLIMH

charlatan ['[a:lst(3)n] n wapna-
TaH

cheer [tfio] v npuBeTCTBOBATH

cheese [tfi:z] n ceip

cheetah ['tfi:ta] #» renapn

chemistry ['kemistri] # xumMus

chest [tfest] n rpynHas KieTka;
ALMK

chicken ['t[ikin] » ubinIeHOK

chief [t/i:f] » 30. BOXab

child [tfaild] n peGeHok

childhood ['tfaildhvd] n neTctBO

choice [t[o15] 7 BEIOOD

choose (chose, chosen) [tfu:z]
([tfavz], ['tfovz(a)n]) v BLIGH-
paTh

chorus ['ko:ras] n xop

chose past om choose

church [tf3:t[] » uepkoOBB

cigar [s1'ga:] » curapa

circle ['s3:k(9)1] n xkpyr

civilization [ siv(a)lar'zerf(o)n] n
LMBHIH3aLIUA '

clap [klezp] v x10naTH

clay [kle1] n rnuHa

clean [kli:n] g uncTbIi
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clear [kl1a] v ouniiats; yéuparn
clearing ['kli(3)rip] » npoceka,
MPOCBETIIEHHE
clerk [kla:k] #» knepk
clever ['kleva] a yMHBI#
client ['klaront] n x1MeHT
cliff [klif] » yTec
climate ['klaimit] » ktumaT
climb [klaim] v na3uth, B30H-
paTtbes
clock [klpk] » yachr
close [klavz] v 3akpbiBaTh
clothes [klov(0)z] n ogexaa
cloud [klavd] » o6nako
club [kiab] 7 k1y6
coat [kout] # nansTo
colleague ['koli:g] n Ko/utera
collect [ko'lekt] v cobupats
collection [ko'lek[(a)n] n xon-
JeKUMA
colour ['kald] # uBeT, OTTEHOK,
TOH
colourless ['kalalis] a Gecuser-
HBbIi
column ['kolam] » KOIOHHA; KO-
JIOHKA, cTrojibel (¢ cazeme)
come (came, come) | kam] ([keim],
[kam]) v npuxoauTs; npuOLI-
BaTh, MPUE3XKATh; NMPOUCXO-
IUTh
to come across BCTPETHTh
to come back BepHyThCS
to come out BLIXOIUTH
to come over rpue3xaTth, IpH-
XOIOUTD
to come up MOAXOOMTH
comfort ['’kamfst] n komdopt

* Vocabulary -+

comfortable ['kamf(a)tab(a)l] a
yIoOHBIH

command [ka'ma:nd] v npuka-
3bIBaTh; KOMaHIOBAaTb

companion [kom'panian]| n KOM-
MaHbOH

compare [kom'pea] v cpaBHU-
BaTb

complete [koam'pli:t] @ nonHbI;
3aBEPLUCHHBIA

conference [ 'konf(a)rans] # KoH-
depeHLms

construct [kan'strakt] v coopy-
Xarb

consult [kon’'salt] v coBeToBaTh-
s, KOHCYJIBTHPOBATbCSA

contain [kan'tein] v conepxartb

contents ['kontents] # conepxa-
HME; CONCPXKMMOE

continent ['kontiant]| » KOHTHHET

continue [kan'tinju:] v nponon-
XaTb

conversation [ konva'seif(a)n] n
pas3roBop

cook [kuk] v roToBUTSE (TTHIiLY)

cooling ['ku:lip] »n oxnaxneHue

corner ['ko:na] # yroa

coronet ['koranit] #» KopoHa; 11-
amema

correspondent [ kori’spond(o)nt]
1 KOPPECIIOHICHT

corridor ['korido:] #n xkopuaop

cotton ['kotn] » x10M0K

cough [kof] v kawsaTs

could past om can

council ['kauvns(9)1] n coBer
(opeanuzayus)

count [kavnt] v cuutaTth

courage ['karid3z] n My>xecTBO

cousin ['kaz(a)n] n 1BOKOPOIHBIH
Opar

cover ['kava] v nokpsiBaTh

crack [kreek] n Tpeck; TpelinHa;
1UEJIb; V pacKallbiBaTh; TPeC-
KaThbCsl

crash [kra[] n rpoxoT, Tpeck; v
nanaTh, PYIIKWTLCS C TPEC-
KOM

creation [kri'e1f(a)n] » co3aa-
HWEe, COTBOPEHHE

creature ['kri:t[a] n cyuiecTBo,
CO3MaHHE

crime [kraim| » npecTynieHue

critical ['kritik(a)1] @ kpuTHye-
CKMH

crook [kruk] v crubaTees, uc-
KPWBJISATHCS

cross [kros] # kpecT; v nepexo-
IIMTh, [IEPECEKATD

crowd [kravd] # Tonmna

crown [kraun] » kopoHa

cry [krai] n KpHMK; v KpU4aTh;
I1aKaTh
Cry out BHIKDHKHBATh

crystal ['kristl] @ xpycTanbHBblii;
KPUCTaNIUUECKUIA

cunning ['kanin] g XuTpbiii

cupboard ['kapbad] » wikad

curious ['Kju(a)r19s] @ 1106OTBIT-
HblIit

curtain ['k3:tn] » 3aHaBecka;
uTopa

cut (cut, cut) [kat] ([kat], [kat])
V pe3arb; pyOuTD; /1 Mope3



* Vocabulary

D

dance [da:ns] v TaHLIEBaTh

danger ['deind3o] n onacHocTh

dangerous ['deind3aras] a onac-
HBbIH, pPUCKOBaHHBIH

dark [da:k] g TemMHBIA

darkness ['da:knis] n TemHOTa

dash [d=ef] n nopsIB; ynap; v 6po-
caTh; pa30HBaThb; PUHYTLCH,
OpOoCHUTECA

date [dert] » mata, uucio

dawn [do:n] n paccBer

dead [ded] a mepTBbIit; yMepLUMiA

death [deO] n cMepTh

decide [di'said] v pewatb, npu-
HUMaTh PEIIEHHUE

decorate ['dekareit] v ykpaluars,
HapsiXaTh

deduce [dr'dju:s] v BeIBOOUTH
(ymo3akaiovenue)

deep [di:p] @ rnyOOKMIt; HU3KUIA
(0 2010ce)

deer [dio] 7 onieHb

defeat [dr'fi:t] v nopaxars, no-
OexnaTh

deform [di'fo:m] v aedopmupo-
BaThb

demonstrate ['demonstreit] v ne-
MOHCTPHUPOBAaTh

depend [di'pend] v 3aBMCeTB

depression [di'pref(o)n] n pemn-
peccusi, No4aBJIeHHOE COCTO-
STHUE

describe [dis’'kraib] v onucbl-
BaThb, M300paxars

desert ['dezat] n mycThIHA

destroy [dis'tro1] v pa3pyiiats;
MOPTHTh; YHUUYTOXATh

detail ['di:terl] n meTane, moa-
poOHOCTH

detective [di'tektiv] n neTekTHB

develop [di'velap] v pa3BuBaTh

devil ['devl] n npaBON

devotion [di'vauf(3)n] n mpenaH-
HOCTb _

diagram ['darogrem] n aua-
rpaMma ;

diamond ['daromand] n 6pusinu-
aHT; anma3s

diary ['daiari] n THeBHMK

die [da1] v ymMepeTh, cKOHYATbCH

difference ['dif(a)rans] n otin-
yue; pa3HuUlla

different ['dif(a)rant] a apyroii;
HETOXOXUM

difficult ['difik(s)1t] @ TpyaHBIA

difficulty ['difik(s)lti] » Tpyn-
HOCTB ‘

dig (dug, dug) [dig] ([dAg], [dAg])
v KOTIaTh, PbITh

dining room ['dainipru(:)m] »
ctosioBas (komHama ¢ dome)

dinosaur ['dainsso:] # nMHO3aBp

direction [d(a)1'rek[(o)n] n Ha-
TpaBJICHUE
in the direction of no Hanpas-
JIEHHUIO K YEMY-JI.

dirty ['d3:t1] @ rpsA3HBIA

disagree [ disa’gri:].v He corna-
1IAThCS

disappear [ diso'pia] v ucuesarb

discover [dis'’kAva] v OTKpBIBaTh,
0OHapyXHMBaTh, PACKPEIBATh

* Vocabulary +

discovery [dis’kav(a)r1] n OTKpBI-
THE

discuss [dis'kas] v obcyxnathb,

IMCKYTHPOBAThb

dispute [(")dis'pju:t] #» aucoyT

distance ['dist(2)ns] n paccTos-
HHE; THCTAHIINS
in the distance Bganu

dive [darv] v HBIpATH

divide [di'vaid] v nenmuts

document ['dokjumant] n goKy-
MEHT

domestic [do'mestik] a nomaiu-
HUH (0 HCUBOMHDBIX)

donkey ['donpki] n ocen

door [do:] n xBEPL

doubt [davt] n coMHeHuMe; v co-
MHeBaTbecs, KosiebaTbest, ObITh
HeyBepeHHBIM
no doubt 6e3 coMHeHHs

downwards ['davnwadz] adv BHU3

dragon ['draegan] n npakoH

dragon-fly ['dreganflai] n cTpe-
KO03a

drama ['dra:msa] n npama

dramatically [dra’metik(s)li] adv
IpaMaTH4HO

drank past om drink

draw (drew, drawn) [dro:] ([dru:],
[dra:n]) w.pucoBaTh

drawing ['dro:in] 7 pucyHOK

drawn p.p. om draw

dreadful ['dredf(s)]l] ¢ cTpam-
HBIH, yXKacHbIi

dream (dreamt, dreamt) [dri:m]
([dremt], [dremt]) v BHIETB BO
CHE; MEYTATb; N COH; MEYTa

dreamland ['dri:mlend] » cka-
304Has CTpaHa; LapcTBo Ipe3

dress [dres] n nnaTbe; v oeBaTh-
cA, HapsDKaThesd

dressing room ['dresigru(:)m] »
rapaepobHasi, KOMHaTa 1
olleBaHUs

drew past om draw

drink (drank, drunk) [dripk]

- ([dreenk], [drank]) v nuTh

drive [draiv] v exatb; yrnpasndartb

drop [drop] » Kanng; v Kanartsb;
NnagaTh; POHATh

drunk p.p. om drink

dry [drai] a cyxo#; v CYIIHTB;
BBICYLUMBATh

duet [dju(:)'et] n ny3T

dug past u p.p. om Gig

dull [dal] a ckxyuHBIii, MacMyp-
HbII

during ['djvarin] prep B TeueHue;
BO BpeMs

duty ['dju:ti] » nosr; obs3aH-

" HOCTb

E

each [i:t]] pron xaxmbiii
each other npyr npyra

ear [13] n yxo

early ['3:11] adv pano

earth [3:0] n zemns

earthquake ['3:0kweik] n 3emuie-
TpsiCeHHe

easy ['i:z1] a nerkuii

eat (ate, eaten) [i:t] ([et], ['i:tn])
Vv eCcTh



* Vocabulary *

eaten p.p. om eat

eccentric [1k'sentrik] @ 3kcleH-
TPUYHBIA

edge [ed3] n kpaif, KpomKa

educate ['edjukert] v naBaTe 00-
pa3oBaHHE

effect [1'fekt] n s3dpdexT

egg [eg] n saiilo

electric [1'lektrik] a anexTpuye-
CKHM

element ['elimant] # 2neMeHT

elephant ['elifant] # cion

empty ['empti] a mycroii, becco-
aepxatenbHBINA

encyclopedia [in,saikla’pi:dia] »
SHLUMKIIONETUS

end [end] #» KkOoHel, OKOHYaHHE

endless ['endlis] a 6ecKOHEYHBINH

enemy [‘enami] # Bpar, NpOTUB-
HHK

enjoy [in'dzo1] v nonyyats yno-
BOJIbCTBHE; HACTAXIaThCH

enormous [I'no:mas] a orpom-
HbIX

enough [1'naf] adv noBoNBHO;
JIOCTATOYHO

enthusiasm [1n'Gju:ziez(3)m]
IHTY3HAa3M

entrance [‘entrans] n Bxon

envelope ["envalaup] n KOHBEPT

episode ['episovd] n anu3on

equality [1'kwoliti] » paBeHCTBO

escape [1'skeip] v GexaTb (u3
miopbMet); BEIPBATHCS

especially [1'spef(a)l1] adv oco-
OeHHO

Europe ['ju(a)rap] n EBpona
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European [ ju(a)ra’pian] a eBpo-
NMeMcKUd

even ['i:v(a)n] adv naxe

event [1'vent] # coOBITHE; Cy4aid

everything ['evriOig] pron Bcé

everywhere |'evriwea] adv Besne

evolution [ i:vo'lu:f(s)n] # aBo-
JIIO1UsA

exactly [1g'zektl] adv TouHo

examine [1g'zeemin] v ocMaTpu-
BaTb; UCCIENOBATh

excellent ['eks(a)lant] a oTany-
HBIH, BEJIMKOJIETTHBIIA

except [1k'sept] prep uckiiouas,
KpoMe

excitedly [1k’saitidli] adv BO3-
OyXIEeHHO; B3BOTHOBAHHO

exciting [ik'saitin] a BonHy1o-
IIM, 3aXBaThIBAIOIIHA

exist [1g'zist] v cyliecTBOBaTh

existence [1g'zist(2)ns] n cyiue-
CTBOBaHMWE

expedition [,ekspr'dif(a)n] n 3k-
CHeIUuLINs

expensive [1k'spensiv] a noporoi

explain [1k'splein] v 00bsicHATE

exploration [ ekspla'reif(a)n] n
MCCIeNOBaHUE, U3yYeHHe

explore [1k'splo:] v uccnenosaTe

explorer [ik'splo:ra] » uccneno-
BaTelb

expression [1k'spref(2)n] # BeIpa-
KEHHE

expressive [1k'spresiv] a BbIpa3u-
TebHbIH

extinct [1k’stinkt] a BBIMEPILIMIA;
MCYEe3HYBIIHI

» Vocabulary +

eye [a1] n rna3s; B3rnsn
eyebrow ['atbrav] n 6poBb

F

face [feis] n.iMwLo0; v cTankuBath-
Csl JIMLIOM K JIMLLY

fairyland ['fe(a)rileend] n cka-
304Has CTpaHa

faithful ['fe10f(2)l] a BepHBIN,
MpeaaHHbI i

fake [feik] » nonnenka

fall (fell, fallen) [fo:1] ([fel],
['fo:lan]) v nagate
to fall asleep ycHyTb
to fall in npoBa/IUTLCA BHYTPD

fallen p.p. om fall

family ['fem(a)l1] n cembs

famous ['fermas] @ 3HaMeHUTHIH,
HM3BECTHBIH

fantastic [fen’taestik] @ Hepeanb-
HBI; YIUBUTEJIbHBIA

fast [fa:st] @ OuIcTpBI

fat [faet] @ XUpHBIA; TONCTHIH

fault [fo:1t] 7 olunOKa; BMHA

favourite ['feiv(o)rit] a nodu-
MblIif

fear [fio] n cTpax, 6043Hb; v 60-
SITBCS

feather ['feda) n nepo

feel (felt, felt) [fi:1] ([felt], [felt])
V 4yYBCTBOBATb

to feel important omymare

COOCTBEHHYIO 3HAYHUMOCTh
feeling ['fi:lin] » uyBCcTBO
feet [fi:t] p/ om foot
fell past om fall
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felt past u p.p. om feel

female ['fi:meil] # camka

fern [f3:n] #n manopoTHUK

few |[fju:] a nemHorue, mMano,
HEMHOTIO
a few HeckoibKO
quite a few 10BOJILHO MHOIO

field [fi:ld] n none

fight (fought, fought) [fait] ([f>:t],
[fo:t]) v DopoTbesi; aparbes;
cpaxarbcd; n 6bopbba; cxsar-
Ka; paka

figure ['figa] n durypa, BHe-
LWIHWH BUA; Ludpa

fill [f1l] v HAarTONTHATB, 3aMOAHATH

final ['fain(o)l] @ oxoHuarenb-
HBIA; MOCIEAHUIA

finally ['fainali] adv HakoHell, B
3aKJIIOYEHUE

find (found, found) [faind]
([favnd], [faund]) v HaxoauTs
to find out BEIICHUTD

fine [fain] ¢ oTAMYHBII, 3amMeya-
TeJIbHbII

finger ['finga] » nanen (pyxu)

finish ['finif] v 3akanuuBaTh; 3a-

BEpILATH
fire ['faia] » moxap; OoroHs; v
CTPEJIATh
to fire a gun BBICTPENUTb U3
PYXbA

fireplace ['faiopleis] » kaMuH,
ovar

first [f3:st] @ nepBbIit

fish [fi[] » pb16Ga

fit [fit] v coBnanaTh; COOTBET-
CTBOBAaTb




* Vocabulary -

fix [fiks] v ykpenasaTh; ycTaHaB-
JIUBATh

flap [fleep] v MaxaTh, B3MaxuBaTh

flat [flaet] g naockuii

flew past om fly

float [flovt] v napute (¢ 603dy-
Xxe); TUILITh

floor [flo:] » mon

flotilla [flo't1la] # baoTHIHS

flower ['flava] # uBeToOK

flown p.p. om fly

fly (flew, flown) [flai1] ([flu:],
[flaun]) v netathb

foggy ['fogi] @ TymaHHBIH

follow ['folov] v cienosatb

fond [fond] a HexXHBII, TFOOAILMIA

food [fu:d] nena

fool [fu:l] a rayneii

foot [fut] (pl feet) n Hora; ¢yt
(anen. mepa daunwt)

footmark ['futma:k] # cnen

footsteps [‘futsteps] # waru

forest ['forist] n nec

forget (forgot, forgotten) [f5'get]
([fa’got], [fa'gotn]) v 3a6BIBATH

forgot past om forget

forgotten p.p. om forget

form [fo:m] v dopMmupoBaTh

formation [fo:'meif(a)n] n 0Gpa-
30BaHUE

fortunately ['fo:tf(a)natli] adv x
CYaCTbIO

fought past u p.p. om fight

found pastu p.p. om find

France [fra:ns] n ®panums

free [fri:] a cBOGORHBIH

fresh [fref] a crexuit

friend [frend] » npyr

friendly ['frendli] a apyxenio0-
HBIH

friendship ['frend[ip] n npyx6a

frightened ['fraitnd] ¢ ucnyran-
Hbiil '

frightening ['fraitniy] ¢ nyraro-
UIMH, CTpaLIHBIH

front [frant] a mepeqHuH
in front of Briepenu
front-feet nepenuue Horu

full [ful] @ nonHBIH

funny ['fani] a 3a6aBHBIH

fur [f3:] n Mmex

furniture ['f3:nitfa] n Mmebenb

future ['fju:tfs] n 6yayuiee

G

game [germ] n urpa

gas [gees] n ras

gate [geit] # BOpoTa; KATWTKA

gave past om give

genius ['d3i:nias] # reHuit

gentle [dzentl] @ markuii, no6-
pbiii; TUXHUHA, CIIOKOMHBIH;
HEXHBbIA

gentleman ['dzentlmon] # rocno-
IHH, JDKEHTJIbMEH

geography [d31'vgrafi] » reorpa-
dua

geology [d3i'vlad3i] # reonorust

Germany ['dz3:mani| n [epmanus

gesture ['dzestfa] n xect

get (got, got) [get] ([gnt], [got]) v
TOJIyYaTh; CTAHOBUTLCS, CTaTh
to get across nepedpaTbcs

* Vocabulary *

to get away yXOAMTh, BHIOU-
paTtbcs
to get down crnycTHTBCA
to get lost moTepsTLECA
to get off cHumatsb
to get out BLIXOIHUTH
to get out of BEIOMpaThCs
to get up BCTaBaThH
geyser ['gi:za] n reiisep
giant ['dzaiont] n rurasT, Benu-
KaH
gigantic [dzar'geentik] g ruraHT-
CKUH
give (gave, given) [giv] ([gerv],
['giv(e)n]) v aaBath
to give a party ycTpauBaTb Be-
YePHHKY; MPHUIIALIATh FoCTei
given p.p. om give
glad [glaed] a noBoBLHBIIN; pago-
CTHBIH, BECENBIH
glade [gleid] » monsiHka
glassy ['gla:si] @ cTeKJISTHHBIIA
gloomy ['glu:mi] a rpycTHbIH,
MpavHbii, MeYanbHbli
glove [glav] » nepuatka
go (went, gone) [gov] ([went],

[gon]) v XOnHTE; YXOIMTB, ye3-

XaTb
t0 g0 away yXOIUThb
to go off yxonuts
t0 g0 On IPOJI0IKATh

goat [gout] n K03a; Ko3€eN

God [god] n bor

gold [govld] # 30n10T0; @ 30710TO#
(0 ygeme)

golden ['govld(2)n] @ 3010101 (0
yseme)
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good [gud] a xopotiunii

good-humoured [, gud'hju:mad] a
BeCeNbI

good-looking [,gud’lvkin] a kpa-
CHMBBIH, CHMIIATUMHbIH

got past u p.p. om get

graceful ['greisf(2)l] @ u3siiHbIA

granite ['grenit] # rpaHuT

grass [gra:s] n TpaBa

grassy ['gra:si] a TpaBSTHUCTBIH

great [greit] @ BenuKui; 60/b-
IIOM; 3aMevaTesibHBIA, Tpe-
KpaCHBbIH

green-grocer ['gri:n,grousa| n
npoaasewl GpyKTOB

grew past om grow

grey [gre1] a cepwiii; cenof (o
8040¢ax)

grip [grip] v cxBaTuTh

ground [gravnd] » 3emns
ground floor nepBbIii 3TaX

grow (grew, grown) [grav] ([gru:],
[gravn]) v pacTu; BeIpalliMBaTh

grown p.p. om grow

guard [ga:d] » oxpaHHMK

‘guess [ges| v norasarbcs; yra-

naTh, OTrafaTh
guide [gaid] # rua; MPOBOIHMK
gun [gan] n pyxbe
Gypsy ['d3ipsi] » upiraH; ubi-
raHka

H

had past u p.p. om have
hairy ["he(3)r1] @ BosTOCATHI
half [ha:f] » monopuHa



* Vocabulary *

hall [ho:1] # xonn, npuxoxas

hand [h&nd] # pyka (kucmes)

hang (hung, hung) [heen] ([han],
[han]) v BewaTh, NOABELIM-
BaTh, pa3BENIMBATb; BUCETh

happen ['hzpan] v cayuyarbed,
ITPOUCXOIUTD

happy ['haepi] @ cyacTIuBLIi;
JOBOJIbHbI

hard [ha:d] @ TBepablit; ycepa-
HBIi, YIIOPHbI; XKeCcTKui; adv
HAcCTOMYMBO, YIIOPHO; THAXe-
10, TPYAHO

hardly ['ha:dli] adv enBa

harm [ha:m] » Bpen, yuiepd

hate [heit] v HeHaBUIETD

hateful ['heitf(a)l] 2 HenaBuIs-
LI, OJIHBIH HEHABUCTH

hatred ['hertrid] » HeHaBUCTB

have (had, had) [hav] ([hzd],
[haed]) v nmeTh
to have smth. for breakfast ectb
4TO-JI. Ha 3aBTpaK

head [hed] n ronosa

hear (heard, heard) [hia] ([h3:d],
[h3:d]) v cablluaTh

heard past u p.p. om hear

heart [ha:t] #» cepaue
by heart HausycTb

heavy ['hevi] a Taxenbit, Tpya-
HBIH] CUIBHBIA

height [hait] » BeicoTa; pocT

held past u p.p. omhold

help [help] v nomoraTb

here [hio] adv 3aeck; TYyT; clona

hero ['hi(a)rav] n repoit

heroic [hi'rovik] a reponueckuii

hid past om hide

hidden p.p. om hide

hide (hid, hidden) [haid] ([hid],
[hidn]) v npsTaTecs

hiding-place ["haidippleis] n nmo-
TAWHOE MECTO

high [hai] a BeicOKUI
high voice rpomkHuii rojioc

hill [hil] # xonm, ropka

hind-feet ["haindfi:t] » 3anHue
HOTH

history ['hist(a)r1] n ucTopus

(nayka)

hit (hit, hit) [hit] ([hit], [hit]) ¥
yIapHThb

hold (held, held) [havld] ([held],
[held]) v nepxaTh; NpOBOAUTE
(0 cobpanuu)

hole [havl] n nbipa; HOpa

honey ["hani] #n men

honeycomb ["haniksum] n coThl

honour ['pna] n yecTb; v MOYU-
TaTh, UTUTh

hop [hop] v npbirate

hope [haup] n Hanexna; v Hane-
SATHCA; YIIOBaTh; MPEIBKYLIaTh

horizon [ha'raiz(a)n] # TOpU3OHT

horn [ha:n] # por

horrible ['horab(a)l] a yxacHbiid

horror ['hora] n yxac

hot [hot] a xapkuii, ropaumii;
pa3ropsiueHHbIHA

hotel [hov'tel] » rocTuHULIA

hour ['ava] n yac

house [haus] n 10M

how [hav] adv kak? kakum 00-
pa3zom?

» Vocabulary »

however [hav'eva] ¢f onHako

huge [hju:d3] a orpoMHBII

human ['hju:man] a yenoseue-
CKHMH :

humorous ['hju:m(s)ras] a omo-
PUCTHUYECKUI

hundred ['handrad] num cto

hung past u p.p. om hang

hunger ['hanga] # ronoa

hungry ['hangri] a ronoaHbli

hunt [hant] v oxoTuThCA

hurry ['hari| n cnewika; v Topo-
MUTHCS, TOPONIUTh

hurt (hurt, hurt) [h3:t] ([h3:t],
[h3:t]) v BoneTh; NPUYUHATD
60ab

husband ["hazband] 7 Myx

hush [ha[] inf Tuwe!

hydrogen ['haidrad3(2)n] » Bono-
poun (2a3, aeeue 8030yxa)

hypnotic [hip'notik] » runHoTH-
YeCcKui

I

ice [ais] n nen

idea [ar'dIa] n vOed; noHATHE,
npejicTaBieHUE

ideal [ar'dial] n wnean

ignore [1g'no:] v urHopupoBaTh

ill [11] @ GonbHOM, HE3NOPOBLI

imagine ['mad3in] v BooOpa-
XaTh, MPEICTABIATD ceOe

immigrant ['imigrant] » UMMMUT-
paHT

importance [1m’po:t(a)ns] n Bax-
HOCTb
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important [1m’po:t(o)nt] a Bax-
HBII, 3HAYUTEbHBIA

impossible [1m'posab(a)l] a He-
BO3MOXHBII, HEBBITTOTHUMBIA

impulse [‘1mpals] » UMIY/IbC

inch [Iintf] » a10iim (aneautickas
Mepa OnuHbl)

incident ['insid(9)nt] n ciayyai,
MPOUCILECTBHE

indeed [in'di:d] adv neiicTBu-
TEJIBHO, B CAMOM JENe

independent [,indi'pendont]| a
He3aBUCUMBIIA

Indian ['indion] @ uHAMICKUA

infectious [in'fekfos] a nHbeK-
LIMOHHBII; 3apa3HbBIA

insect ['1nsekt] » HacexoMoe

inside [in'said] adv BHyTpH, U3-
HYTpH

instant ['1nstont] » MOMEHT

institute ['institju:t] n UHCTUTYT

instruction [in'strakf(a)n] n uH-
CTPYKIIUS

intelligent [in'telid3(a)nt] a ym-
HBINI

interested ['intristid] g 3anHTeE-
pecoBaHHBII

interesting ['intristin] @ wHTe-
pPECHBII

interview ['mtavju:] # UHTEPBLIO,
v OpaTb HHTEPBBIO

introduce [, intra'dju:s] v npen-
CTaBJIATh, 3HAKOMHUTD

invention [1n'venf(2)n] n u3odpe-
TEHHE

invitation [ invi'teif(3)n] #» npu-
riaameHHe



* Vocabulary -

invite [in'vait] v npurnaiars

iron ['a1on] n xene30; a xenes-
HbIH

island ['ailand] # ocTpoB

J

jacket ['d3xkit] » kypTka

jewellery ['d3u:alr1] » nparouen-
HOCTH; IOBEIUPHBIE H3NEIHs

join [d3oin] v npucoequHATHCA

Jjoke [d3ouk] n ryTKa

journalist ['d33:n(a)list] n xyp-
HAJTHCT

journey ['d33:ni] n noeanka; nmy-
TElIECTBHE

judge [d3Ad3] 1 cynba

jump [d3amp] v npbiraTs, mon-
NpbIrMBaTh

jungle ["d3ang(a)l] n IKyH 1M

just [d3ast] adv TouHo, KaK pa3s,
UMEHHO

K

kangaroo [ k&nga'ru:] n keHrypy

keep (kept, kept) [ki:p] ([kept],
[kept]) v nepxaThb, COXpaHsTh,
XPaHHUTb

kept past u p.p. om keep

key [ki:] n K10y

keyhole ['ki:haul] n 3amouHas
CKBa)XKHUHa

kill [kil] v ybuBats

killer ['kil3] n youiia

kind [kaind] @ no6pwiit; # BuUI,
PasHOBHIHOCTH
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king [kin] » KopoJib

kiss [kis] v uenosarp
kitchen ['kitfin] 7 xyxusa
knee [ni:] n KoneHo
knew past om know
knife [naif] n Hox

knock [nok] v ynapsate; 6UTh;

CTY4aThb

know (knew, known) [nav] ([nju:}],
[naun]) v 3HaTh; OBITE 3HAKO-
MLIM] Y3HaBaTh, OTJIHYAThL

knowledge ['nolid3] » 3HaHue

known p.p. om know

L

lady ['leid1] »n nama, neau; roc-
noxa

lagoon [Ia’gu:n] # naryna

lake [leik] 7 o3epo

land [lend] n 3emnsa

. landscape ['l&ndskeip] n neiizax

lane [lein] n npoxon
language ['l&ngwidz] n a3bIK
large [la:d3] @ orpomuslit
last [la:st] @ nocaeanui
at last HakoHell
last year B npouwiom rogy
late [leit] ¢ mo3aHuMiA, 3ano3na-
JIBIA
laugh [la:f] v cMesiTbea
laughter ['la:fta] n cmex
law [1o:] n 3akoH
lawn [lo:n] # razou
lawyer ['12:ja] n opucT
lay past om lie
lazy ['le1z1] a neHuBBbII

» Vocabulary *

lead (led, led) [li:d] ([led], [led])
¥ BECTH; PYKOBOIMTh
leaf [li:f] (p! leaves) n nuct
leafy ['li:fi] @ NOXpBITHIA THCTD-
AMHU
learn (learnt, learnt) [I3:n] ([13:nt],
[13:nt]) v yuuTh; y3HaBaTh
learnt past u p.p. om learn
least [li:st] @ Maneiwui; adv
MeEHee BCEro
at least o kpatiHeit Mmepe
leather ['leda] n kKoxa (mame-
puan)
leathery ['led(2)11] @ KOXMCTHIA
leave (left, left) [li:v] ([left],
[left]) v nokunarb; OCTaBIATh
lecture ['lekt[3] n nekuns
lecturer ['lekt[(a)ra] n nekTop
led past u p.p. om lead
left! [left] @ nepniii
left’ past u p.p. om leave
legend ['led3(s)nd] n nerenna
lend [lend] v naBarb B3aiMBbl,
nIaBaTh Ha BpeMsi
length [lenO] n nnuHa
let (let, let) [let] ([let], [let]) v
OCTAaBJISTh; [IO3BOJISITh, pa3pe-
LaTh
to let go oTIYCTUTH
let us (let’s us) naBaiite, naiite
letter ['leta] n nucbMO; OyKBa
liar ['lara] n AryH
lie' [la1] v nrarb; 0OMaHbIBaTh
lie? (lay, lain) ([le1], [lein]) v ne-
XaTh
lift [11ft] v nogHUMAaTD
light [lart] a nerkuii; cBeT/IbIA

lightning ['laitnin] » MoHHUs
like [laik] v 1106MTb, HPaBUThCS
to like best m00UThL OosblIE
BCETO
like you Kak Tbl
limit ['limit] » npenen; v orpa-
HUYMBATH
lion ["laion] n nes
lip [lip] n ryba
listen ['lis(a)n] v cnymath
little ['lit]] @ ManeHbKUH, HE-
GOJIBILON; He3HAYMTENIbHBII;
adv Mano
live [laiv] @ xuBoit
live [Liv] v xuth
live on ['l1v'pn] v muTatbeA
lizard ['lizad] n awepuua
lock [lok] # 3aMOK; v 3aKpBIBATh
lonely ['lounli] @ onMHOKMIA; rpy-
CTHBIH
long [lvbn] @ LIMHHBIA; AOATHIA
look [luk] v cMoTpeTh
to look after npucmarpusaTh
to look at cmoTpeThb Ha
to look for uckatb
to look like OLITE TOXOXHM
to look very much alike ObITH
04YeHb MOXOXUM
lose (lost, lost) [lu:z] ([lost],
[lost]) v TepaTh
lost past u p.p. om lose
lot of ['Ivt "'pv] adv oueHB MHOTO
loud [lavd] @ rpoMKHid
lovely ['1avll] a uynecHbii
loving ['lavin] a mobALMiA
low [lov] @ Hu3KMii; THXUH (0
2010C€)
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* Vocabulary -

luck [Iak] » ynaua; BeseHue
good luck! yaauu!

lucky ['1aki] a Be3yumii, yoaunsrii

luggage ['lagid3] n Garax

lunatic ['lu:natik] a cymacien-
LM

M

mad [mad] ¢ cyMaciuenuii,
6e3yMHbIIA

made past u p.p. om make

madman ['madmoan] # cyma-
CLIeNIIHiA, be3yMmerr

madness ['madnis] n Gesymue

magician [ma'd3if(a)n] # Bos-
11eGHUK

main [mein] g rjaBHbIN

make (made, made) [meik]
([meid], [meid]) v nenars
to make smb. do smth. 3acras-
JISTh KOTO-JI, JIeJIaTh YTO-JI.
to make faces KopuuTh rpUMa-
CbI, CTPOHTh POXH
to make up counnsTh

male [meil] #» camen

map [map] # KapTa, niaH

march [ma:tf] v MapumpoBats

mark [ma:k] # cnen, orMeTKa; v
OTMEYaTh

marriage ['meerid3] » 6pak, 3a-
MYKECTBO

mask [ma:sk] » macka

mass [mas] » Macca; rpyaa,
Kyua

master ['ma:sta] 7 X035MH, Bia-
neneil

match [meetf] » crinuka

matter |'mata] n neno, cyrb; v
3HAYUTh, UMETh 3HAYEHHE
what’s the matter? B uem neno?

may (might) [me1] ([mait]) v
MOYb, UMETh BO3MOXHOCTb

meal [mi:l] n ena (npuem nuwu)

mean (meant, meant) [mi:n]
([ment], [ment]) v 3HAYNTE
what do you mean? uto TuI X0-
YEIIb 3TUM CKa3aTh?

meant past u p.p. om mean

meat-eater ['mi:t,i:ta] n 30. xu-
HHK _

medicine ['meds(a)n] » nekap-
CTBO

meet (met, met) [mi:t] ([met],
[met]) v BcTpeuyaTbesi; 3HaKO-
MHThCSA

meeting ['mi:tin] # BcTpeya; co-
OpaHue

melon ['melan] »# abiHs

member ['memba] n wieH (ce-
Mblt)

membrane ['membrein] n MeM-
Opana

memory [‘'mem(3)ri] #» naMaTh,
BOCITOMWHAHUE

mend [mend] v yuHuTH

mention ['menf(3)n] #» ymoMuHa-
HHE; V YIIOMHHAThb, CChLIATh-
Csl Ha YTO-JI.

message [‘'mesid3] # coobGire-
HME; MUCBMO, MTOC/aHKE; [0~
py4eHHe

met past u p.p. om meet

method ['meOad] n MmeTon

« Vocabulary +

microbiologist [, maikra(uv)bar-
"pladzist] n MukpodHOIOr

middle ['midl] » cepennna

midnight ['midnart] # monHoOYL

mile [mail] » Mmusi; paccTossHMe

milk [milk] » MmonoKO

mind [maind] » ym, paccymok; v
BO3paxarb, UMETh YTO-JI. NPO-
THUB

mine [main] pron Moii, MOSI, MOE

minute ['minit] # MUHYTa

miss [mis] v NTpoOMaxHyTbCH;
MPOIYCTUTh YTO-]1,

missing link ['misi 'link] # ot-
CYTCTBYIOLIEE 3BEHO

mission [‘mif(a)n] # Muccus; 3a-
IaHue

mistake' [mi'steik] » omrmtxa

mistake’ (mistook, mistaken)
[mr'steik] ([mi1'stvk],
[mi’steikan]) v omiubaTbes

misty ['misti] ¢ TYMaHHBIN

misunderstanding [ misanda-
'stendin] n HenmpaBHUbHOE
MOHUMaHHE :

modern ['modn] a coBpeMmeH-
Hbli

mollusk [mv’lask] n Mmonmnock

money ['mAni] n 1€HbIU

mongoose ['mongu:s] 7 MaHIyCT

monkey ['manki] » o6e3bsiHa

monotonous [ma'not(a)nas] a
MOHOTOHHBIA

monster ['mpnsta] # MOHCTpP

monstrous ['monstras] @ MOHCT-
poobpa3Hblii

moon [mu:n] # ayHa

moonless ['mu:nlis] ¢ 6e3nyH-
HBIH

moonlight ['mu:nlart] » TyHHBI#H
CBET

more [mo:] adv 6osblie
what is more 6o11ee Toro

morning ['mo:nin] # yTpo

mosquito [ma’ski:tov] #n Komap

mountain ['mavntin] n ropa

mouth [mavO] n por
mouth of the cave Bxoa B ne-
mepy

move [mu:v] v IBUTaThCH, Ile-
BEJIUTHCS; CABUHYTLCH C Me-
cTa

movement ['mu:vmant] # ABH-
XKEeHHUe

muddy ['madi] a rps3HbIi

murder ['m3:da] n yOuiicTBO

murmur ['m3:ma] v GopMoTaTh

muscular ['maskjvla] a Myckynu-
CThIHA

museum [mju:'ziam] # My3ei

must [mast] v 1omxeH

mysterious [mr'sti(a)rias] a Ta-
WHCTBEHHbLIA

mystery ['mist(2)ri] »# TaiiHa,
cexper

N

nail [ne1l] n HoroTh

name [neim] v Ha3blBaTh

narrow |'n&rav] g y3kuii; Tec-
HbIH

native ['neitiv] n KOpeHHO XH-
TeJb



» Vocabulary -

natural ['nzt[(o)ral] g ectecTBEH-
HbIi
it was very natural 370 ObLI10
COBEPLIEHHO eCTECTBEHHO

naturalist ['nzt[(29)ralist] # HaTy-
paMCT

nature ['neitfa] » npupona

nearly ['niali] adv 61M3K0; mouTH

necessary ['nesis(a)r1] a Heobxo-
IUMBIH

neck [nek] n wes

need [ni:d] v HyXaaTbcs

neighborhood ['neibshud| n co-
CeACTBO

neighbour ['neiba] n cocen

nervous ['n3:vas] @ HEPBHBI i

never ['neva] adv HuKoraa

new [nju:] @ HOBBIiL

newcomer ['nju:kama)] # HoBH-
YOK ;

next [nekst] a cnenytonimia

niece [ni:s] » maeMsiHHU A

night-dress ['nartdres] » HouHas
py0ailka

nightmare ['naitmes] n HouHOH
KoIiMap

noble ['navb(a)l] a 6aaropon-
HBIA

nobody ['navbadi] pron HUKTO

nod [nond] v xuBaTh

noise [noiz] # wym

noisy ['noizi] @ ULIyMHBIH

nonsense ['nons(a)ns] n b6ec-
CMBICIMIIA; YETTyXa

noon [nu:n] » nonAeHbL

north [n5:0] a ceBepHbIH
North pole CesepHblii noatoc

note [navt] n 3anucka; 3aMeTKa,
3anMch

notebook ['novtbuk] »# TeTpans
IS 3aTTUCEH

nothing ['nABip] pron HUUTO;
HUYEro

notice ['noavtis] n 0ObABNIEHUE,
BBIBECKA; V 3aMeYaTh, MpUMe-
4aThb

nowadays ['navedeiz] adv B Haum
IHH

nowhere |'novwea] adv nurne;
HUKy[a

number ['namba] n HoMep; unc-
JIO; v HYMEpPOBaTh

o

obey [a(v)'bel] v noquuHATHCH,
CAYyLIAThCS
ocean ["auf(a)n] #» oxeaH
office ['vfis] n oduc, yupexae-
HUe, KabuHer
once [wans] adv onuH pa3, oi-
HaXKIIBI
at once HeMeLTEHHO, Cpa3y Xe
once more ele pa3
only ['aunli] adv TonbKo
the only eTMHCTBEHHBbI#
opposite ['opazit] prep HanpOTUB
orange ['vrind3] # anenbCUH
orchestra ['o:kistra] # opkectp
order ['5:da] # mpuka3s; v npuKa-
3bIBATh
ordinary ['0:d(2)nr1] @ o6bI4HbIH
organization [,0:gonar'zetf(a)n] n
OpraHu3alms

« Vocabulary +

organize ['0:gonaiz] v opraHu-
30BbLIBATh

origin ['pridzin] » npoucxoxne-
HUe

ostrich ['vstritf] » cTpayc

other ['Ad2] a apyro#, uHOM

outside [avt’said] adv cHapyxu

oval ['avv(a)l] » oBan

ovation [ov'velf(a)n] n oBauusd

over ['ouva] prep Han; uepe3
to be over 3aKOHYHTHCS

own [oun] @ cOBCTBEHHBIN; Vv
B1aleTh, UMETh, 00ManaThL

P

pack [pzk] v ckiianbiBaTh, yna-
KOBBIBaTh

page [peid3] n cTpaHuLa

pain [pein] n 6oJib; cTpanaHue

paint ['peint] n Kpacka; v Kpa-
CHUTb; PUCOBATh KpaCKaMH

pale [peil] @ 6GnenHbiit

‘palm-tree ["pa:mtri:] n nasbma

panic ['penik] n naH4MKa

panorama [,p&na’ra:ma] » na-
HOpaMa

panther ['panOs] n nanTepa

paper ['peipa] n 6ymara; JOKYy-
MEHT; ra3eéra

parallel ['pzralel] a mapannens-
HBI; 7 Mapaniens

parasite ['parasait] # mapa3ut

parody ["paeradi] » napoous

parrot ['parat] n momyrai

part [pa:t] # yacTb

partner ['pa:tna] » napTHep

party ['pa:ti] #n BeuepuHKa

pass [pa:s] v IpOBOIMTDL BpeMs;
MPOXONHTb, MPOE3XKaTh

past [pa:st] » npouwioe

path [pa:B] n TponuHKa; IopoXKa

pause [po:z] n may3a; v ocTaHaB-
JIMBATLCA; NENATh May3y

paw [po:] n nana (wcugomuozo)

pay (paid, paid) [pe1] ([peid],
[peid]) v mnaTuthb

peaceful ['pi:sf(2)l] a MupHBbli

peacock ['pi:kok] n naBnuH

pelican ['pelikon] » nenukaH

pencil ['pens(2)l] n xkapannai

penguin ['pengwin] # IHHIBUMH

perhaps [pa’heps] adv Boamox-
HO, MOXET ObITh

person ['p3:s(2)n] n yenoBeK

philosophy [fi'lvsafi] # dunoco-
¢usn

photo ['foutav] n dororpadpms

pick [pik] v noabupars; cobu-
pathb; CPbIBaTh

picture ['piktfa] #» kapTuHa; 3pe-
JIMLIe

piece [pi:s] n Kycouek

pink [pink] a po3oBhiii

pip [pIp] 7 KOCTOUKA; 3ePHBILLKO

pipe [paip] n TpyOKka

pit [pit] n ama

pity ['piti1] » xanocThb
what a pity! kak xanb!

place [pleis] n mecTO

plant [pla:nt] v caxaTts (0 pacme-
HUAX)

plantation [pleen’te1f(a)n] » Ha-
CAXIEHHS; TUIAHTALIUS



* Vocabulary *

* Vocabulary +

planter ['pla:nta] »n nianTaTop

plate [pleit] » Tapenka

plateau ['pletov] # niato

platform ['pleetf>:m] n margopma

pleasantly ['plez(a)ntli] adv mpu-
SITHO, MHJIO

please [pli:z] vHpaBUTbCS; yrox-
1aTh, DOCTABISATh YIOBOJb-
CTBUE

‘plesiosaurus [,pli:sia’so:ras] n
nJe3uo3asp (IMHO3aBp)

pocket ['pokit] n kapmaH

poem ['pavim] n CTUXOTBOPEHHE

poetry ['povitri] # Mo33us

point [point] » nyHKT, Bonpoc; v
yKa3blBaTb

poison ['po1z(3)n) n san

poisonous ['poiz(s)nas] g sn0BK-
ThIA

pole [pavl] n cTron6

police [pa'li:s] # monuuMs

policeman [pa'li:sman] n nonu-
UMEHACUKHUH

politics ['politiks] #» nonuTHka

poor [puva] a GeqHBIN, HEUMY-
LMK, HECYACTHBIN

popular ['popjula] a monmynsipHbii

porridge ['porid3] n kama

port [po:t] n mopt

portrait ['po:trit] » mopTper

post [pavst] n nouTa; v oTnpas-
JATh MO NoYTe

pot [pot] # ropiok

pound [pauvnd] n dyHT (Mepa
geca); GYHT CTEPIMHIOB (de-
Hexchan edunuya Beauxobpu-
manuu)
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power ['pava] n BnacTh, cuia,
MOLUIb

powerful ['pavaf(s)l] @ cunbHEIH,
MOLLHBIA

practical ['praektik(a)l] @ npak-
TUYHbBIH

practise ['praektis] v TpeHupo-
BaTbCs, YIIPAXHSATLCS

prehistoric [ pri:hi'sta:rik] a no-
UCTOPUYECKUI

presence ['prez(a)ns] #n IipucyT-
CTBHE :

present ['prez(a)nt] n mogapo

pretty ['priti] ¢ XopomeHbEKHIA

price [prais| # ueHa

primitive ['primitiv] ¢ npumu-
THBHBIA

print [print] v meuararb

prisoner ['priz(a)na] n 3akJjio-
YeHHbIH

private ['praivit] ¢ yacTHBIN;
JTUYHBIH

prize [praiz] n npu3, Harpaza

probably ['probabli] adv Bo3-
MOXHO

profession [pra'fef(a)n] n npo-
deccus

professor [pra'fess] n npodec-
cop

progress ['pravgres| n nporpecc
to be in progress pa3BuBaThCA

promise ['promis] v obeiuathb

proof [pru:f] n noKka3arenbcTBO

proud (of) [pravd] a ropasbiii

prove [pru:v] v 10Ka3bIBaTh

providence ['provid(a)ns] #» npo-
BUIEHME, Cyabba, poK

pterodactyl [ tero’daektil] # nre-
POLAKTHUIIb (emarouiuii auiep)

publish ['pablif] v ony6auKkoBbI-
BaTh

pull [pul] v TAHYTb, TALLIATE; BbI-
TacKMBaTh

puma ['pju:ma] # nyma

punishment ['panifmant] » Haka-
3aHUe

purpose ['p3:pas] # uens

push [puf] v Tonkats

put (put, put) [put] ([put], [put])
V MOJIOXHUTh, IOCTABUTD

puzzle ['paz(2)1] n 3aranka

Q

quarrel ['kworal] n ccopa; v cco-
PHTBCSA _

quarter ['kwo:ta] # €ueTBepTH

queen [kwi:n] n xoponesa

question ['kwestf(2)n] n Bonpoc

quickly ['kwiklr] adv 6eicTpo

quiet ['kwarat] a Tuxui

quite [kwart] adv BrionHe; coBep-
LLIEHHO

R

race [reis] n paca

rain [rein] # 10X1b

raise [re1z] v moIHUMATh; TIOBHI-
aTh

rang past om ring

rapid ['repid] # nopor (pexu)

rather ['ra:09] adv noctaTouHo
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reach [ri:tf] v nocturars, nobu-
paThcs

ready ['redi] a roToBeIi

realize ['r1olaiz] v ocosHaBaTh

really ['ri(3)l1] adv neiicTBu-
TeNBLHO

reason ['ri:z(a)n] n NpUYHHA;
noBo.

recognize ['rekagnaiz| v y3Ha-
BaTh

red [red] @ KpacHbIit

reed [r1d] # TPOCTHHMK, KaMbI1lIl

region ['ri:d3(9)n] n pernon

relation [r1'letf(3)n] n poncTBEH-
HHUK

remain [r1'mein] v octaBaTbCA

remember [ri'memba] v no-
MHUTB

remind [r1'maind] v HanoMMHaTb

repeat [r1'pi:t] v NOBTOPATE

report [r1'po:t] » noknan; v co-
o0uIaTh

reporter [r1'po:ta n penoprep

reptile ['reptail] n penTrins

rescue ['reskju:] n cnacenue; v
criacaTb

resources [r1'z2:s1z] n pecypcol

rest [rest] v oTabIXarb

result [r1'zalt] n peaynbTaTt

retire [ri'taia] v yxoouTh Ha MeH-
CUIO

return [r1't3:n] v Bo3Bpaiatb(cs)

return ticket [r1't3:n tikit] n 06-
paTHBIN OueT

rhyme [raim] n pudma; MmaneHb-
Koe puMOBaHHOE CTUXOTBO-
peHue



* Vocabulary +

rhythm ['r10(a)m] n put™m

rich [r1tf] @ GoraTbiii

rifle ['raif(a)1] #» BUHTOBKA

right [rait] a mpaBbIii; npaBUIb-
HBIN; 1 TIPaBoO
that’s right! BepHo!

ring (rang, rung) [rin] ([ren],
[rAn]) v 3BOHMTE; 3BEHETH

rise (rose, risen) [raiz] ([rovz],
['r1z(3)n]) v nogHuMaTECH;
BCTABATh; BO3BbILLATECSH

risk [r1sk] 7 puck

risky ['riski] @ puckoBaHHBI

river ['r1va] n peka

road [ravd] » nopora

roar [r2:] # pblyaHHe; v phIYaTh

rock [rok] n ool KaMeHB;
cKana '

roll [rovl] v kaTuThCa

roof [ru:f] n kpeia

room [ru:m] » KOMHara

rope [roup] # BepeBKa

rose past om rise

round [ravnd] a kpyrabii

rub [rAb] v TepeTs; pacTupaTh

rubber ['tAb3] 1 pe3ntka

ruin ['ru:in] v paspyiathb; paso-
pATh; ryOUTH

rule [ru:l] » npaBuno

run (ran, run) [ran] ([ren], [rAn])
v 0exaTh

rung p.p. om ring

S

sabre-toothed tiger [ seiba'tu:6t
"taiga] n cabnesybbliii THID

sad [sed] @ rpycTHBI, neyap-
HBIH

safe [seif] a 6e3onacHblit; 1 ceiid

said past u p.p. om say

sail [seil] #» napyc; masanue non
napycamu; v IbIThb (0 Kopab-
J€); yNpas/isaTh CYIHOM

sand [s@nd] n mecok

sandwich ['senwid3] n 6yTep-
6pon

sandy ['seendi] ¢ necyanbIii

sang past om sing

sausage ['sosid3] n konbaca

save [serv] v cmacarb, 3KOHO-
MHTB; COXPaHSATb

saw past om see

say (said, said) [se1] ([sed], [sed])
Vv CKa3ath

scale [skeil] n vewnyiika, yenrys;
Macumtab

scandal ['skaendl] n ckannan

scarf [ska:f] » mapg

scene [si:n] » clieHa; MeCTO aeii-
CTBHSI

science ['sarans] # Hayka

scientific [ saran’tifik] ¢ Hayu-
HBII

scientist ['sarantist] # yueHblit

scream [skri:m] # KpHMK, BOIIb;
Vv MPOH3UTEIBHO KPUYaTb,
BU3XATb

sea [si:] n Mope

search [s3:tf] v uckatb; 00bICKH-
BaTh

season ['si:z(a)n] n Bpems roaa;
Ce30H

secret ['si:krit] n cexper

» Vocabulary -

see (saw, seen) [si:] ([so:], [si:n])
V BUIETh

seem [si:m] v Ka3aTbcs

seen p.p. om see

seldom ['seldom] adv peaxo

send (sent, sent) [send] ([sent],
[sent]) v oTmpaBAATH, MOCHI-
JIaTh '

sensation [sen'se1f(2)n] # ceHca-
uMs

sensational [sen'seif(2)nal] a
CEHCAallMOHHBIA

sentence ['sentans] n mpeaioxe-
HME; M3PEUCHHUE

separate ['sep(a)rit] g oTaens-
Hbli; OCOOBIH; vV pa3lensTh,
OTAENSTD; pa3nyyaTb

serious |'s1(9)riss] a cepbe3HbIit

servant ['s3:v(3)nt] n cayra

serve [s3:v] v cyXUTBb; 00Cay-
KHBaTh

shade [feid] » ToH, oTTEHOK

shadow ['[=dav] n Tenb

shake (shook, shaken) [Jeik]
([Juk], ['feikan]) v TpscTH
shake hands noxars pyky, 310-
poBaTtbcs

shaken p.p. om shake

shame [fexm] » cThiZ; mo3op; v
NPUCTBLIUTD
shame on you! Tebe momxHo
ObITb CTHLIHO!

shape [feip] n dopma, ouepra-
HHE

shark [fa:k] n akyna

sharp [fa:p] a ocTpbiit

shave [feiv] v OpuTbes

shawl [[5:1] n wansb, OoabLLIONH
MJ1aToK -

sheet [fi:t] » mpocTeIHS; 6OIL-
1L TUCT (Oymaeu)

shelf [felf] n mosnka

shine (shone, shone) [fain] ([Jovn],
[foun]) v cBeTUTB; CBepKaTh

ship [fip] » xopabib

shirt [f3:t] n pybaiuka

shock [fok] 7 1ok, morpsicerue;
v IIOKHUPOBAaTh, MOpPaxarh,
NnoTpAcaTh

shoe [fu:] n boTuHOK

shone past om shine

shook past om shake

shoot (shot, shot) [fu:t] ([Jot],
[fot]) v cTpensTh; 3aCTpeNHTh

shore [f2:] n Geper (Mops1)

short [[o:t] a KopoTKuii
for short kopoue, 11s1 KpaTKO-
CTH '

shot [[vt] n BeicTpen

shot past u p.p. om shoot

shoulder ['fovlds] n nieyo

shout [favt] v kpuuaTh

show [fsv] n 3penniue, nokasbi-
BaHMeE; v [OKa3bIBaTh, IE€MOH-
CTPUPOBATH ;

shut (shut, shut) [[at] ([[at], [[at])
vV 3aKpbIBaTh

sick [s1k] @ GosibHO#M, YYBCTBY-
IOLLWI TOLIHOTY

side [said] » cTopoHa

sight [sait] # Bun, 3penuuie

sign [sain] » 3Hak

signal ['sign(2)1] n curHan

silence ['sailans] # THIIMHA



* Vocabulary +

silent ['sailont] @ TMXKii; Monya-
JIMBBIHA

silly ['s1l1] @ riynbrii

silvery |’silv(a)ri] @ cepebpu-
CTBIA

sing (sang, sung) [sip] ([szn],
[san]) v neThb

sit (sat, sat) [sit] ([st], [s®t]) v
CHIETD

sitting room ['sitigru:m| # roctu-
Hasl

situation [ sitfu’erf(a)n] n cutya-
LM

size [sa1z] n pasamep

skeleton ['skelitn] # ckenmet

skeptical ['skeptik(a)l] a ckenTu-
YEeCKHiA

skepticism ['skeptisiz(a)m] n
CKENTHULIM3M

sketch [sketf] » Habpocok

sketch-book ['sketfbuk] #n anb-
OOM IS 3apHCOBOK

skin [skin] # koxa, 1Kypa

skip [skip] v npbiraTh

skull [skal] # yvepen

sky [ska1] n HeOO

sleep (slept, slept) [sli:p] ([slept],
[slept]) v criaTh

sleepy ['sli:p1] a coHnbIi

slept past u p.p. om sleep

slope [slavp] # cknoH

slow [slov] @ MenneHHBIA

slowly ['slovli] adv MenneHHO

smell (smelt, smelt) [smel]
([smelt], [smelt]) v HIOXaTb;
NMaxHyTh
to smell out BbIHIOXHBATH
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smile [smail] » yabiOka

smoke [smovk] # ObIM; v KYpUTb;
JBIMUTh
smoke-stick ['smavkstik]| n
JIBIMOBAs WAaKa

smoker ['smavka] n KypHJIBILMK

snake [sneik] n 3mes

sneeze [sni:z] v ynxarhb

Snow [snav] n cHer

$0 [sov] adv Tak, TakuMm oOpa-
30M
S0 as uTOGhI
so that 17151 Toro 4To6bBI

soap [soup] » MbLIO

soft [soft] @ Mmarkuii

solution [so'lusf(9)n] n peweHune

solve [splv] v pewarth

some [sAm] pron HECKOJbKO;
HEKOTOPOE KOJTUYECTBO

somebody ['sambadi] pron xTO-
TO, KTO-HHOYIb

sometimes ['samtaimz] adv
HHOTrAa

somewhere ['samwed] adv roe-
TO; Kyoa-HUOyIb

song [son] 7 necHs

soon [su:n] adv Bckope

sore [$0:] a 6one3HeHHbI; 60b-
HOM; BOCNaNeHHbIi

sorry |'sor1] @ nostHbIiA coxane-
HUS
I’'m so sorry! MHe TaK XaJib!

soul [sovl] # my1ia

sound [savnd] # 3BYK; v 3By4aTh,
H31aBaTh 3BYK

South America ['savO2’'merika]
HOxHaa AMepuka

* Vocabulary +

south-west [, sav(0)'west] n 1oro-
3anan

spade [sperd] n 1onara

speak (spoke, spoken) [spi:k]|
([spavk], ['spavkan]) v roso-
PUTh

spear [spid] # Komnbe

special ['spef(9)l] a ocobeHHBI

species |'spi:fi:z] » BuO, pasHo-
BUIHOCTb

speckle ['spek(a)l] n naTHBIIIKO

speckled ['spek(2)ld] 30. nectpas

spectacle ['spektak(9)l] n cnek-
TaKJb

speech [spi:tf] n peun

spelling ['spelin] n opdorpacdus,
NMpaBONHCAHHE

spend (spent, spent) [spend]
([spent], [spent]) v TpaTUTh;
MPOBOINTh

spent past u p.p. om spend

spike [spaik] n ocTpue; wiMn

splash [splf]  Bcruteck:; v rutec-
KaTh, IJ1ECKaThCsl

spoil (spoilt, spoilt) [spoil]
([sporlt], [spoilt]) v mopTUTH

spoilt past u p.p. om spoil

spoke past om speak

spot [spot] 7 NSITHO; MECTO

spread (spread, spread) [spred]
([spred], [spred]) v pacnipo-
CTpaHsATh (uHpopmayliio)

spring [sprin| » BecHa

squeak [skwi:k] v mHIaTh; mpo-
MUIIATh

stable ['steib(2)1] # KoHOLIHS

stair ['stes] n 1ecTHUIIA
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stamp [stzemp] # MapKa; IITaMIT;
TOMAHbE; V IITAMIIOBATb; TO-
narb (Ho2oi)

stand (stood, stood) [stend]
([stud], [stud]) v cTosTB

star [sta:] # 3Be3na

start [sta:t] » Hayamo; v HAYK-
HaTb

statue ['steetfu:] » cratys

stay [ste1] v ocTaBaTbcs

steal (stole, stolen) [sti:1] ([stovl],
['stovlan]) v KpacTb

steamship ['sti:m_[ip] n napoxona

stegosaurus |, stega’so:ras] n cre-
ro3asp :

step [step] » war; cTyneHpka; v
OTCTYTIUTD, IIATHYTh

stepfather ['step,fa:0a] n oTuum

stick' » manka

stick? (stuck, stuck) [stik]
([stak], [stak]) v 3acTpaTE;
TOp4YaTh

stole past om steal

stolen p.p. om steal

stomach ['stamok] -» xenynok;
XHBOT

stone [stoun| # KaMeHb

stony ['stauni] @ KAMEHHBbI

stood past u p.p. om stand

stork [sto:k] n xypaBib

storm [sto:m] # LuTOpM

stormy ['sto:mi] @ LUITOPMOBOIA

story ['sto:ri] n pacckas

straight [streit] @ npsamoii; adv
npsiMo

strange [streind3] a cTpaHHBIN

strength [strenO] »n cuna



» Vocabulary +

strike (struck, struck) [straik]
([strak], [strak]) vynapsTb, 61T

string [strip] » BepeBKa; IIHYD

strong [stron] a cUnbHBIA

stuck past u p.p. om stick

student ['stju:d(a)nt] n cTyneHT

study ['stadi] n kabuner

stupid [’'stju:pid] a rnynbii

stupidity [stju:'piditi] » tmynocts

successful [sak'sesf(a)l] a ynau-

HbIH

such [satf] a Tako#

sudden ['sadn] ¢ BHe3anHbIH

suddenly ['sad(a)nli] adv Bapyr

suffer ['safo] v cTpamatb

sum [sam] # cymMma

sung p.p. om sing

sunset ['sanset] n 3akar

sunshine ['sanfain] # comHeyHbIiA
CBET

sure [fU9] a BepHBIIL, HAEXKHDII;
YBEPEHHBIN

surprise [so’'praiz] » ciopnpus; v
VAUBJIATH

surround [so'raund] v okpyXaTh

survive [sa'vaIv] v BBLKMBAThb

swam past om Swim

swamp [swomp] # 6010TO

swan [swon] n 1ebelb

Sweden ['swi:dn] #n LLIseus

sweet [swi:t] g cnankui; MUIBIA

sweetheart ['swi:tha:t] » mopo-
roi, mobuMbIH

swim {swam, swum) [swim]
([swem], [swam]) v naBaTh

swum p.p. om swim

symbol ['simb(2)1] n cumBoOn

T

tablecloth ['teib(2)lkloB] n cka-
TEPTh
tail [tei1l] » xBoCT
take (took, taken) [teik] ([tuk],
['teikan]) v OpaThb, B34Th
to take away yHOCHTB; YBOJIMTH
to take hold nepxartb
to take medicine npuHUMATH
_1IeKapcTBO
to take part in smth npunu-
MaThb y4acTHUE B YeM-J1.
to take smb home oTBOIMTH
KOro-Jj. 10MO¥
taken p.p. om take
talk [to:k] # pasroBop, Oecena; v
pa3roBapuBaTh, 0€CeN0BaTH
tall [to:1] a BbICOKMIA
tapir ['terpa] #n Tanup
task [ta:sk] n 3anava, 3anaHue; v
JaBaTh 3alaHle
taste [teist] # Bkyc; v ipoGoBaTh
Ha BKYC
taxi ['taeksi] » Takcu
teach (taught, taught) [ti:tf]
([ta:t], [to:t]) v yuuTh
to teach smb. a lesson npo-
VYHUTh KOrO-J1.
tell (told, told) {tel] ([tovld],
[tavld]) v paccka3biBath
temperature [‘temp(a)ratfa] n
TeMnepaTypa
terrible ['terab(a)l] a cTpauIHbIi
terrify ["terifai] v yxacate
territory ['terit(2)r1] # TeppuTo-
pus '

206

* Vocabulary -

terror ['tera] n Teppop
test [test] n npoBepka, UCIIBITA-
HHE; V TIPOBEPATb, UCMbITHI-
BaTh; TECTHPOBATh
thank [O&nk] v 6naronapuTs
that [0=et] pron ToT, Ta, TO
these [di:z] pron Te
thick [O1k] a ToncThIit
thief [6i:f] » BOp
thin [61n] @ TOHKMI
thing [61n] # Belib; npeamer
think (thought, thought) [Onk]
([B2:t], [B2:t]) v nymaTh
to think over o0OnyMbIBaTh
thirsty ['O3:sti] @ ucnbITHIBaIO-
KK Xaxnay
this [d1s] pron 37101, 3Ta, 3TO
thistle ['O1s(2)l] n yepTomoaox
those [Govz] pron e
though [0av] ¢jf xoTs
thought' [02:t] # MBICAB
thought? past u p.p. om think
thousand ['Gavz(2)nd] n TrIcsAUa
threw past om throw
throaty ['Oroauti] @ ropTaHHEINH
through [Oru:] prep ckBo3b
throw (threw, thrown) [Orou]
([®ru:], [Oravn]) v 6pocarts,
KUAaTh
thrown p.p. om throw
thunder ['OAnds] # rpom
Thursday ['O3:zd1] n yeTBepr
tiger ['taigs] n Turp
tight [tart] @ Tyroi; TecHblit
time [tarm] » Bpems
tired ['tarad] g ycraBlumi
tired out oueHb ycTaBLIMI
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tiring ["tai(a)rn] a yroMutensHbIH

toad [tovd] n xaba

toadstool ['tovdstu:l] » moraHka

toe [tov] n manew HOTH

together [to'geda] adv BMecTe,
coobuia

told past u p.p. om tell

tomorrow [to'mvrav] adv 3aBTpa

tonight [to'nait] adv ceroaHs Be-
4epoM

took past om take

tooth [tu:0] (p/ teeth) n 3y6

top [top] # BepiIMHA; BepXyllIKa

torture ['to:tfo] v mbITaTh

touch [tatf] v noTpoHYThCH

towards [ta'wo:dz] prep no Ha-
MpaBACHUIO K

towel ['taval] n nonoTteHLe

trace [treis] n cien

track [trek] n cnen

traffic ['traefik] #» nopoxHoe aBU-
KEHHE

tragedy ['treedzidi] # Tparenus

tragic ['treedzik] a Tparuyeckuii

train [trein] # moe3x

tremble ['tremb(2)1] v ipoxaTh

trap [trep] n noByIlIKa

travel ['trev(a)l] v nyTewecTBo-
BaTh

traveller ['trev(a)la] » nyreuie-
CTBEHHUK

treasure ['tre3a] n COKpoOBHIIIE

tree [tri:] » nepeBso

tribe [traib] n mems

trick [trik] » xuTpocTh, OOMaH
to play a trick on smb. ceirpaTs
C KeM-JI. LIYTKY
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triumph ['tratomf] # Tpuymd

tropical ['tropik(2)l] a Tponu-
YECKHA

trouble ['trab(a)l] # oropuenue,
OecrnokoicTBO
to be in trouble nonacte B 6eny

trouble-maker ['trab(s)l, meika] n
HapyLWUTENb CIIOKOHCTBHUS;
CMYTbSIH

trousers ['travzaz] # GplOKH

true [tru:] a npaBAMBLIA, HACTO-
AMMUHA

trust [trast] # Bepa, noBepue; v
IOBEPATh, BEPUTh

truth [tru:0] » npasna

try [tra1] v IbITAThCS, CTAPATHCS

Tuesday ['tju:zdi] n BTopHHK

tunnel ["tanl] » TyHHEND

turn [t3:n] » NOBOPOT; vV ITOBOpa-
4YMBATb
to turn into npeBpaTUTHCSA
to turn round o6epHyTbCA; 110~
BEPHYTbCS
to turn to 0OpPaTUTBCS K KOMY-1.
to turn white nobenets

turtle ['t3:tl] » yepenaxa

twenty [‘twenti] num nBaguLaTh

twice [twals] adv nBaxibi

twin [twin] n Oau3HEL

U

ugly ['agli] a 6e300pa3ublii;
VPOILUTUBLIHT

umbrella [Am'brels] n 30HTHK

underground [ Anda’gravnd] adv
noj 3eMJiei

understand (understood, under-
stood) [,ando’steend] ([,Anda-
'stud], [,Anda’stvd]) v noHu-
MaTb

understood past u p.p. om under-
stand

unfavourable [An'ferv(a)rab(a)l] a
HeOMaronpHUATHBIN; HEBBI-
TONHbIA

unique [ju:'ni:k] @ yHuKanbHbIHI

unknown [An'naun] @ Heu3BeCT-
HBIHA

unnatural [an'nzetf(2)ral] a Heec-
TECTBEHHBIN

until [An’til] conj no Tex nop,
TnokKa

upheaval [Ap'hi:v(2)]] n 30. noxa-
HSITHE, CMELIEHHE IJIACTOB

upright ['Aprait] @ npsiMoii; Bep-
THUKaJIbHBIN; adv CTOMMS

upstairs [ Ap'steaz] adv HaBepxy
(6 dome)

upwards ['Apwadz] adv HaBepx,
BBEPX

useful ['ju:sf(2)1] @ mone3nHwIin

useless ['ju:shis] a Gecrone3Hbii

usual ['ju:zval] @ oObIUHBIN

A\

vary ['ve(2)r1] v OTAMYaTBCH;
Pa3HHUTHCS

vase [va:z] n Ba3a

vegetable ['vedz(1)tob(2)]] a pa-
CTHTE/bHbI

ventilator ['ventileita] n BeHTH-
JISTOP

very |'ver1] adv oueHb
the very TOT camblii
victory ['vikt(a)r1} n mobena
village ['vilid3] # nepeBHs
violent ['vaialont] @ XecTokui
violet ['varolit] a huoneroBsIi
violin [, vaia’lin] » ckpunka
visit ["vizit] » BU3WT; ¥ noceLLATh
voice [vois] n ronoc
volcanic [vol'kanik] @ ByiKaHH-
YECKMH
voyage ['vonds] n noesnka; my-
TELECTBHE

W

wait [weit] v xoaTe

wake (woke, woken) [weik]
([wavk], ['wavkan])
V IPOCBINATHCS

walk [wo:k] vXOonuTh, HATH; TYJISITh
walk into HAaTONKHYTbCH

wall [wo:l] n cTena

want [wpnt] v XoTeTb

war [wo:] n BoiiHa

warm [w2.m| a Terubii

warning ['wo:nin] n mpeaynpex-
IeHUE

was past om-be

wash [wpf] v MbITb
to wash one’s face ymbIBaThCs

waste [weist] v TpaTUTh, pacTo-
4aTb

watch [wot[] n 1o30p; HabnKoE-
HUE; Yackl (HapyuHsie); v Ha-
On110aaTh, CIEIUTh
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watchman ['wot/man] # cTopox
(nouHoii, 6 dozope)

watchtower ['wot/[ tava] n cTopo-
XeBas OalHs

water ['wo:ta] n Bona
waterways ['wo:toweiz] n Bon-
HbIC ITYTH

wave [welv| n BOJTHA; v pa3Maxu-
BaTh

way [wel] n IyTh, AOpoOra; crio-
cob
it is a good way to do smth He-
Ny10Xok crnocob caenars 4To-Ji.
on the way o nytu
a way out BbIXO[

weak [wi:k] @ cnabeit

weapon ['wepan] n opyxHe

wear (wore, worn) [wea] ([wo:],
[wo:n]) v HocuTs (00 odexcde)

weather ['wedo] n norona

went past om go

west [west] n 3anan

westwards ['westwadz] adv Ha
3anan

wet [wet] @ chIpO, BAaXHbINA

whatever [wp'tevo] pron Kakoii
OBl HH; YTO OBl HH

whenever [we'neva] ¢j korna 6b1
HH

whistle ['wis(2)1] v cBucTeTB

white [wait] g Genbii

whole [hovl] a uenniit, Becb

whom [hu:m] pron Koro; KoMy

why [wai] adv noyemy

wide [waid] g wuMpoxuit

wife [waif] n xeHa

wild [waild] @ aukuit
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will [wil] # 3aBeianue

win (won, won) [win] ([wan],
[wan]) v mobexnath; BHIMTPbI-
BaTb

wind [wind] # Betep

window ['windav] n# okHO

wing [win] # KpbL10

winter ['winta] »# 3uma

without [w1'davt] prep Ges

witness ['witnis] n cBuneTens; v
BbICTYIATh B POJIN CBUAETEIA

woke past om wake

woken p.p. om wake

woman ['wumoan] » XeHlHHa

won past u p.p. om win

wonder ['wands] v yauBngaTecs;
HHTEPECOBATLCS

wonderful ['wandosf(a)l] a ynmm—

TEJIbHbIN
wood [wud] n nec
wooden ['wudn] g nepeBaHHbII
word [w3:d] n ctoBo
world [w3:1d] #n mup

worried ['warid] ¢ obecriokoeH-
HBI

write (wrote, written) [rait] ([rout],
['ritn]) v nucats
to write down 3anucheIBaTh

written p.p. om write

wrong [mn] a HenpaBHIbHBIN,
HEBEPHBIH

wrote past om write

Y

year [j1a] nron

yellowish ['jelovif] @ xenToBarbiii
yesterday ['jestodi] adv Buepa
young [jan] a mosionoit

z

zero ['z1(2)rav] n HOAb, Xyd1Ias
OLICHKA B LIKO/E

zoologist [z(3)v'vlad3zist] n 300-
Jor
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